THE DAMNATION OF 'i'HERON WARE 




The 


amnation of Theron Ware 

or Illumination 

BY 

HAROLD FREDERIC 



NEW YORK 

STONE & KIMBALL 


MDCCCXCVII 


copyright, 1896, by 

STONE AND KIMBALL 






first edition march 1896 

SECOND EDITION JUNE 1896 
THIRD EDITION SEPTEMBER 1896 
FOURTH EDITION SEPTEMBER 1896 
FIFTH EDITION NOVEMBER 1896 
SIXTH EDITION DECEMBER 1896 


PARI’ i 


I'lIAl'i'l'R I 

jttitii li.ul i'vvt Ini'^^rr Imni srpu in 

tilt' liiiililtiiit ;i!l its rtj.'ht rxp^^ 

rilff*. Iti-'A’thrr Uiust ntl- 

*ftililv tip.Jii ihr ; ihfV AtiH-ul |i4rk«n| 

nt fJi-A .ir.fr . Atii\ « A. r I ll‘?hr ; ,il thf' 

in liA- -Ai i--ii *1% * utHl-'nv''^'lilrtin, 
th**v iiti'*'.-:-» aI»*« m tiA' iliHJr*, 

uliUii n vvm:|! 4 hr h‘<|?r|r,-, £-u .inr:ii|4 A 

"i'lr^* lf.:hl, U^Hii iPPAi^'h'tr* tin hnr*! 

« Ir'. »<1 , j •£ , 4 .n.Ar,;-*-f «ri ihr 

f.-ll inll ny-‘U A tlir*n.!!ii n|«hn»"»l i.m r-,, *fn«' 

ll.illAnl III h AAJrf', Ui |•|v*’!uh* ( uilv'f-i fjr.,tl4r»| 

ur * '4 -Jujuiiw' liul .dl Aiikr 

na ir'r lh'‘‘ of ;t, «iMUiin.Uif. wliu h. !r-l4 

|r4l».|Ill fr-4 ..iu4 f•»U'rtr4 rirry 

rW* illHAi .1 I *»hir'» tivr pauil. 

’I III" r\t -dvim'lll »4 r\|srilin‘V ^r^rn^«^ 
cvi'' !l r-rA' m{ « ^ r'., tt ,ri Vi'aldr in rv»-fV* 

ll.*.y, 4 |*.s.U *4 llir i li.ri-:", «a. ■'I * 

’. ' A 'at alllta -.1 »jiv-| r if .rf|. 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


An observer, looking over these ruiui’.ui luicvs 
of faces and noting the uniform cuju'rncialiMti *1 
eagerness they exhibited, might have giiev-eil iluil 
they were watching for cither the jury’s ven*!:* i ui 
some peculiarly absorbing criminal trial, t»r lla- mv 
nouncement of the lucky numbers in a great iMiinv. 
These two expressions seemed to aitrrnati-, and 
even to mingle vaguely, upon the upturtuni hmr.i 
ments of the waiting throng, — tlic lu»pr tif inr 
unnamed stroke of fortune and the ilrrati of 
adverse decree. 

But a glance forward at the ol)jert of thi^ uiu - 
versal gaze would have sutFieed ti> rdi.iiin t* uli 
hypotheses. Here was neither a eotm id r 
nor a tombola. It was instead the tii»^ing . .i* ii 
of the annual Nedahma Conference t»f tfu* Mrilu* 
dist Episcopal Church, and tlu‘ Rishop wa, 
to read out the list of ministerial a{*poiufn 5 f lU . i a 
the coming year. This list was evidrmly 
ill a hand strange to him, and the 
sighted old gentleman, having at larU :aiila irudv 
rubbed the glasses of his spectacles, ,md ihm 
adjusted them over his nose with amioyrng tlrhh^ 
eration, was now silently reheardug Iun td im 
himself,—the while the clergymen rianitl 
ground their teeth and restlessly ?.hufllri| th -if 
feet in impatience. 

Upon a closer inspection of the as-.ruPol 
there were a great many of these ( IcrKvmro. A 
dozen or more dignified, ami fur the niuU p.ui 
6 
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eklrr!\% liretlirtii s.it .ilHuit thi* 

ill llir pi.i!|»iL As iis.iuy tiihris, lu^t quite sa 
Htaid ill init'ii, .iiiil iiuli'rd with here anti there 
almust a nt' liiveUlv in their |H»stures, 

were siMifsl i»ii ilu' liMhing thnvn iVtnn 

tiiii |4al|iitiii. A seutc t«t tlieir tVlluws ^at fating 
the aiulieiiee, tin ehairs tighllf weilgetl iutti liie 
r.iiltHi f»ff llie ; and then 

te.inie five nr ‘ax unv-i t»i" |iew;s, siietehing aertH,<^ 
the wlitilf’ hre.lilfli til" llir tiiuiefn ahute-iC 

Sitlidlv lillrd wsili |irf'.ifheri ut the \Vi*rd, 

I'lirii* wrir v.av t44 men anmiig lhr-a% -.hrnt 

and tfr* ir’jat vraei„ur4 wilt? had kinwvn latrrii/tr 
IImw, and h.iti |je»‘u l»v elt|3'|--i vvlui 

rrmrin!»riet,| |■‘^-Uie■e. A-.!»mv and even Wlafrfirld. 
’Tliry ‘va,.l. lenv m lr»nn plat es, Iramm: l> awjjd with 
t,leinttliii'v.t mi»dia|'irii haml". hehifid f||f|f h nrf 
rai't, waalmv* lu In-ar then nanm-, tr.id ‘»nt mi the 
limn.tir'd ha, ii. tm.dit !»e f’.^ ifjr- i.t-a timr. 

lie' '.leiil t*t die vr Iir I .dtle h'.tlhrra III l^raej 
iv,a’i .'.'■.Mid f>i lUr rii-’i, tteiimine np, as if tfni, pie ^ 

Itflr’i i»| a tmiewheii a plain and Intnif'lv pr^ple 
h..nl he^ni served hv a t'-nvrtil and tlm-Mfr-d t 
■ hy pleat liria w!i>t I n krd in Irarfimrt p^hsln 

ll»i dt*id»!, |e»,| wIm» ‘.eif. r ihrjf wtlleetf tlrram 

.aAMilhIv teward IM P'MVrflv and In the tl.iiae^W .,mt| 

wealing |i»il m|' iiimn.ini mr.'.i-ar, llinejah Ihr mde 
Inaitra 'irllls-airlil-,. Tlir'a" pn h-id Inf 

piitiiinve at t e-,vni--s h*j leaf-., hMus*"h*‘4d im 

j4.etiir‘iil'a tSrai'ir t ami pal* |ird »<id sathlira 




the damnation t.F rtij « Uii’ 

which told of weary years ed’ t.-.u-. -. 
even the least symr-ithetu- ^ v. .:. n t. . • ■ . 

upon them the glorilkd It/at >.( «u - * : • 

Crown. Reverend sutvisur, .4 tii.- I-.--; .. t,.,-.-..- 

their very presence there * ssie.e,:. 

altar-rail to hear apin the put e.^-■ ! f>-- 5>'. »i 
their uselessness and of ihcsr drf ■■•rr n.. 
church charity —was in the naiuu- .4 .i ! -u,-. 
diction. 

The large majurlty nnrr-ut' 

patriarchs were iiuiki!e%ig'i *4 a.;> u*t 

robust type, with !»urly -us.I t 

beards framing shaven iippci le,-.. -i.r. i ^ i . -I. 
for the most part like li-n- 
farmers attired in tlnr ^nn ^4 v. 

ceptions to tbh mk\ itwir i 

specimens of a tiuire tiilaii .?■ ■ ■• ‘•=■.-■■4 

neatly trimmed whhkrr\ ^uu^- 

even indications t»f tunr inL ■■ .n: ^ ,-t 

fied charges; am! m»iv .aid " ■■ '*■ ‘d 

out a striking and ^rh..|.oH t?.'tu* 
and simple, amt > V:.ir 

foculty of one of itm %^'vri-A ?b d vi"?au 

naries belonging to llir (koifVr-n^ . 

The effect of thw fim ;rj .i dr ^ 
goodness, candor, ami ■' vl! - ,.:n4d.4' 

cency rather than huoimv; va tnnxtil , 

and curiously emmgh n ! 

on the coimtenanr»^i of ■:* i h - t-t 

press of ^ea! and mor.il I 4aiitU' 






THE liAMNATHIN tiF TIIKRON WARE 


isli by ivgiibir gr-uiaiuJiiH ;w iuu* tu yntmger 

liveH : .mil aiiiuiig the very lieygniit-rs, wlui h.ul b.-rJi 
iiiily witliiti ihc |>.i4 day iir tvvti* thbi ilc» 
dine \\\ii pei'iiliarly iiuukeil. It was altiUMt a 
relief til iiitle llie rrlalive smalini'ss of tht'ir lUtuF 
lirr, ?ai |iluii!y w.is it to tie M’lm that they wert' luR 
the Him their luai been. 

Aritl if liio:ie ae/ish Wi*rn-otii |ir<Mrliers faeing 
the |ml|»it liait K-i;etl iuArsul leit'kwMfsl over the 
rongregalioig il may be tiiat ben* too their ol4 
ryes wotiM li..ive i!eF'*t'ie4 a itiiirrmre. ---wbat .it 
Iiei'Hl llarv \V'»nl»i have s!eeiiie4 a tba Hue. 

Iv.ii iV'iihiue U'.i'*, |iuih--r from ilu* tnimii of the 
irieinit'i i>f 4ie iot'.l M. I'h « hnti h 'reetufr-eb 
tliMi llv'* y-ai*ei iImI iJv'y weo' umI ah iiii|»o»vr- 
IliefU all ih**.!:* W;i»» ilSil jaeir br|Mtr I.Ueiu. 4‘h*‘y 

weie nu«l* the 'm^ 4 l'd aii 4 him a un|ioir..ml 

eongiTg lUoti withm the hiuit-i of ehr Nr44hm4 

(h»li!r|fii» e, aii4 ihri deiti h r4ili»'e of 
rr|ae .riiir4 .ilike a seal*-' i4 »»nti.iy aii4 a 4t.uj4-o4 
of | 4 ‘.‘grr'» 4vr I,r4'* m 4i'‘ioniaj.4 an lufri mie 
ttiu*|ue in the M^i!i'»4iMn ^4 th it uuu ^4 

the Slate, 4 le-y b.i4 a ireht to ‘omu I of tfe'ui 
r«f:|v'r‘,, too, 4'iiey Iu-f* >ii.e-''4 to ihr^' 'aifi-a tiUial 
ui'4ef of the I oiimian*lV, wjiii iirifiao'i not 
niaiiy very in h men .e* Itie I*ir4*vlruaiei bad, 
||»4I. oii llie oilier iiaii4 Wilh lal fr*Arr n^lfrinrly 
lioor |’4li ih.ni ilje w»-ie ein ajubeir'tt wiih. 

llie |iei,V"'i III the II!’4 |uWi of ibeif I'hoi-h 

leiii-4 1-4' yiir liuo IIe4 4o||arv 4|*i«o, r,np 

ll 
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to the Presbyterian higluvater mark*—an* 1 they 
now had almost abolished free pews 
The oyster suppers given by tiicir Ladii-'d 
Society in the basement of the eluireh dtinr!:: 
the winter had established rank anuujg the la .h 
ionable events in Tecuinseh’s social ealend.u. 

A comprehensive and satisfial pcive[*Ca'a of 
these advantages was uppemnnst in the mind . mI 
this local audience, as they waiteti tnr tlu- lUdi-p 
to begin his reading. They had entritaiiud flu. 
Bishop and his Presiding IChlers, ami the i 4 ul 
and file of common preat'hers, in a styh- whs* h 
could not have been remotely approached hv anv 
other congregation in the (hmforemT, Wh o/’ 
else, one would like to know, etnild thr 
have been domiciled in a Metluufist liMu.r 
he might have a sitting-room all to Imuv’h u.ch 
his bedroom leading out of it? Fu-jv d-! 
man present had been [u'ovidcd Idi in a ' 
residence, ~ even down to the Lk-rn a-d I’ch-j t -i 
who were not really rninister.s at all wlnui r oar 
to think of it, and who might well thank thf-n a. u . 
that the Conference had assetuhlrd .miun- vt* h 
open-handed people. I’here <«xistc*d a dun tro;;.; 
that these Licensed Kxhortrrs an nm innh 1 
with country store-keepers and hmihvtmrn and .a 
a horse-doctor among their nnmhf‘r - had f Ari, 
rather too much for granted, and were tint rd.dm 
mg quite the proper degree of grattttulr over tioai 

reception. 


10 
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Ikit a iiunv issue lumg now inmutieut 

ill the !w!,iiu*i% was IVemnseh to he fairly aiul 
iuuuirahly rewaisletl lAr her hospitaUty liy being 
given the parUor of her iluhri*? 

All were agrerii—at lea-A aiutuig those wtio 
fsihl pew■ rentsii|H >11 the gteat iiu|iortauee t>f 
a eliaiige in the pulpit e>f the Fust M. F. C*hun-h. 
A tii.iiige ill prrsiUis nuuA tg'i‘ourse take plits*, for 
liirir presnit p,e4«*r h.ul e\h.m-4etl tlie three year 
itta\iiiiuiii of the iliiieraiit syrAem, lug theie was 
riertirti miieti more than lliaL For a h.uhf-.ome 
aii4 e\pen .ivc' ehuirli huililiiig liki' tliis, anti 
Willi -sn a a iii.nfern ate! go aheail c'ongregaliotn it 
was a ve.il iioi f*-. ,gv to 'anane an attrat'^ 

tus:’ aie! la'.Ino!i„i.!j|e pio.u I'liev hatl lirhl 

llir'ir ttWil a-SuiiA the Fir a»yl*'U Ui» tlje-.e pa--,I 
few veaf'i euiiv I*y tlir '.tirnuiat, rifoits, ami 

liltsfer llie i|epirs'4ll.g illoMlv.mtage of a mm 
lArr who prea» !ir4 iliraty *eU «.f'f.ife »ir*rimnrs 
au»l who Lit ke*l riom 1111 * tno-.t sfUtse 

of soiial hisfamticiin. ‘Fhr Fo-Anaenans hail 
tsiptiuisl ihr ir-nv »se4uer t»f fise A4.mii (‘otmly 
F»-.itik* who li 1.4 .ihvayi goiir in the M.riho4ra 
Cliiin. h m ihr town hr f ane* hniu, teat now* was 
hr-»i si4^“ly' his ausr at fhi-'j tjirsomr «44 fossil *4 
theirs; ami ihrrr ivrre leimefons iuhrf inst.mrrs 
of llir S.imr seal, w .nvefe Irss gtirvolis. I'll.a 

lai-i stale of inttsf In- ahri-f4 wai ijear. 

'The lllitisn iillv lue'- lot .4 alt^-n4an*r tlpna ihr 
rirssions t*| iii-e ff he! go-:'n anisir o| ihr 

1 I 
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more guileless of visiting brethren a high * f 

Tecumseh’s piety; and porhajw even the 
sophisticated stranger never quite realL'cni luiw 
strictly it was to be explained by the anxtriv fo 
pick out a suitable champion for tlie fierce 
terian competition. Big gatherings assrtubird 
evening after evening to hear the serniiins of' ihM *r 
selected to preach, and the church had br‘rn 
almost impossibly crowded at eac'h td' thf liucr 
Sunday sendees. Opinions had natur.iily diiirrrtl 
a good deal during the eaiiitT st>igis ol ihi. 
scrutiny, but after last night’s senuon tiicre t 
be but one feeling, d'he man fur dVcuiiiNc!* w * 
the Reverend Theron Ware. 

The choice was an admirable one. p.iinii 
of view much more exalted than those vt the In. ,i| 
congregation. 

You could see Mr. Ware sitting there at i!;r r-.d 
of the row inside the altar-rail. ■ the tall, \lru Irt 
young man with the broad white imnv, thui{,d:Ual 
eyes, and features moulded into that rcgulii uv 
strength which used to characterl/a^ the Auim ui 
Senatorial type in those far-away tiav. ut t Ir .yi 
shaven faces and moderate inconir.'i firtt^rr ihr 
War. The bright-faced, comely, avivauntti 
young woman in the second side? pt*w waH In» wa*" 
— and Tecuraseh noted with apj>roh.itiun iImi Jir 
knew how to dress. 'Fhere were* reallv ici iw i 
better or worthier people in the buildimt tfi.o fhr. 
young couple, who sat waiting along wnh lUv i- a 
£2 
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tti hcMf llirir fate. But imh.if>|nlv tlu*y h.ul <unne 
til kiiuw of the clft.iit !iei»g m.uie to hnug thetn to 
IVeiimseh ; aiitl llinr simple iniBe ui tlu* triumph 
<if the line sertium h.ul hci-oiue hvvuI- 

iiiweil ii|i III A teu'ilily rotilliet of luipe ;uul 

fc%ir* Nihllier of them eimki maitUum :i HiUBfato 
tiiry hIiovv tif eoiu|HiHiire .li the deeisive uioinriit 
it|i|>ro:irlietL llie viatm of Ifutv-Jaiion fotm piiv- 
crlr -11111 tili/'i.'iirity to htit4i a ^ipleiulitl pu-A a.% ihi.», 
truly il wj,:*! loti ila/./Uiin ht tomt|tul ueivci. 

"Hir lediuu‘4 Bi .hitp Itid aI Li‘*t hf-guu l.t» t'ali !n,» 
rtill t4" 411*1 the |,toi.Hl |H‘t»plr of IVt um:«'h 

iiinit div tit'k?4i ihmii t*lf, tiiic hy oiic,% m ttir li-.i; 
fXp.iiiilrd. Thev F*ll lltU ic W4i like tin* Bidiop 

--4U 4u 4 t'omuv^ei|4.i*-e liipuv m 

iiut til he larutiHuril ni die .-i.uue 
tiir.illi wilti and jauen aiul Kaijy*!''v 

ihat lir %hoi||f| Willi ihe |».4i'kw».H*4'» tuilUllrj, 

;tuti ihruil all tlir-^r rniiHir anti |»aiFiHv' tnAu~ 
rilaUiitis ahead i»f dinr t»wii utrUop* »htau t ii e 
do liirar lllry lr*fr||rd hut h illevdv, indiHeo-ul 
alike |o die and lo the diaiuv wlmdi le* 
jiraUeiin^ ihr tlivine'i IkU. ae Inm, 

d'lie wne hriii).^ *l4ed *»nl with 

?itinii!»hii|-' eio!i. Alt-n ea* h titie a iitllr hall ■ 
IU'»|||IU| Uiti\riuriil liiiMtudi ihr ta»jwded luw-i rd 
elrigrmeii p.o*.-d iiuile |ti tjpon the tamd 

blow tiu’i !i(|-.,il|trr had Irtrr.rd* the frward lU-alv 
||r.eii tu ilii'i ollir\% die fu inlran !w whi* I 4 a iho I 
had |irtililrd, due Ideadiiig hldciu 
1,1 


THE DAMNATION OK TIIKRON WAKI'i 

all this was, stared with gbomy aiui 
abstraction down upon the rows ut M.uku'iini 
humanity spread before them, ‘rhe miurtcis 
returned this fixed and perfunctory g.ue with !•.(!!•, 
set faces, only feebly masking the enuaimn wha h 
each new name stirred somewhere among thfin, 
The Bishop droned on laboriously, mi .| i.>ta'ui! 
cing words and repeating him.self as it he tti-ie 
reading a catalogue of unfamiliar seeds. 

“First church of Tecurn.seh —lirotlicr .‘Muaiii 
G. Tisdale! ’’ 

There was no doubt alxuit it! 'riu-.e wnr 
actually the words that had been utteied. r 
all this outlay, all this lavish hospit.disy, ,t!i thi. 
sacrifice of time and patience in sittiUK tin..neb 
those sermons, to dmw from the gmb b.ig m-tiue..; 
better than — a Tisdale! 

Ahum of outraged astonishment tnh ui, 
half wrathful snort — bounded along m.m yew n, 
pew throughout the body of the ehnri h. An r. iv. 
of it reached the Bishop, aiuI so eoiitiisnl hnn th.ii 
he haltingly repeated the obno.xums line, i'.vrt) 
local eye turned as by intuition n. tthnr t);.- 
calamitous Tisdale sat, and fastened ni.diKuandv 
upon him. 

Could anything be worse? This I'tothm I,, 
dale was past fifty, - a .spindling, rhietv, y ,e.,ut. T i 
man, with a long horse-like hea.l mid ooA 
solemn fitce, who kept one or the „t!,rr ..i , 

hands continually fumbling his botiy jaw. Ur . i 
*4 




THE HAMNATItlN (lE lllElum WAKE 


Iren withtliviwii fVciin nnitiiu* si^rvife ftsr a uuiuIht 
iif vcars, iltiiiii* a Hide iivsiiraiu-r rauva?isiug im hin 
awti aciaiiiiiE ati4 alsa tr.ivrlliuj^ for the lU*uk C\m" 
ccrii* Now iltit !ir wishrti to retiu'ii to parorhial 
Wiirk, the ru'ht'Nt pri/c in the whiUe lint, Tecum- 
sch, wan giwu E* luui, ■— Ui lum wlui hail ucw^r 
liiH'ii askinl til preach at a coufcrcucc, aiul wluoe 
arcliak imal ningiiut of 'H^rccuiaiurs lt*y Khnm' 
tatiii** hail itLiili* cvcii the l 4 Cfac*ctl Kxliurtcrn 
gnu ! It was liia iuluirralily tlrradlul to think uf | 

All mnliictrict! whtHprr to the rlTrct that Thalalc 
w,vt tlu^ lUsliop's coii'hu ran romnl ftiun pew to 
pnv. M'liii did Ilia !cipprn to lr lrw*% but. iiidig- 

II4II? d*n ■iiin-'- h g.ivc si niiirc ‘Thf^ through 

abotii the do-iri dwindlcil ai hynitcs’". an4i the 
aidr’i clrao'd. Local intrira wa-* dfctd ; anil 
even iiuiiir of clir ijcwlirddri.i ro-»e and nude tlnar 
way out CInr of ihr-w murnmtrd aiidi!4y to hii 
IlcigiihorH as hr drp.ol‘oi ih.u /lo p*“W laadd hr 
hail now |oi' disll-tu,. 

So Jl lupprurd that wlsrn* a Uttlr latrr on, the 
appiniitmrril «•! i'hrrofi Wair t»» (hiavins w>04 rnul 
tint, IliUir ill ihr proplr of dVrnucirh rithri nuird 
tir t'atrd. ‘I'hry ha*I tirrn ilrcply iiUrirntuI m 
him so long a:i il ^rrm-ol hlody that hr was to 
cofnr to lliriin ■■■' brforr lh*’$r clraily r’i|nr-4'irt| 
drsiiT for Inui had lir«ni so nioir4fon'4y igsiorrit. 
Ihn iioav what hreatnr of hnn waa no railldy r on- 
t riu of I hr in. 

Allrf llir r*otoh*gy li-id tiri*n ’cmg and thr Udm 
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ference formally declared ended, the Wares 
fain have escaped from the lloutl of handduikus ; * 
and boisterous farewells which spreati inrr the 
front part of the church. But the clergyiiirn u rir 
unusually insistent upon demonstratiiirw of' ^ 
diality among themselves, — the more, perliap^n 
cause it was evident that the frieiulliness of ihrtr 
local hosts had suddenly evaporatetl ; and, 4*i liil 
men in the world, the priest incttmlriii mI ihr 
Octavius pulpit now bore down upon tlicm 
noisy effusiveness, and defied evasitui. 

^'Brother Ware—-we have never firm inirr 
duced — but let me clasp your hand! And 
Sister Ware, I presumeyours too ! 

He was a portly man, who held Ins Ihmi] b.t I 
so that his face seemed all jowl and niMudi -uii| 
sandy chin-whisker. He .smih*d bi.-adlv - u 
them with half-closed eyes, and sln.i*k head, 
again. 

said to ’em,” he went on with loud lurirru 
of heartiness, ^'the minute I lirrrd y lui n unr 
called out for our dear Octavius, ‘ 1 rim a tn -f 
an’ interduce myself.’ It will be a hr.o y «luv. hi 
part with those dear people. Brother W air, |«i! n 
anything could wean me to the maion, so tu ^pr ,i.k, 
it would be the knowledge tlnit you arr h* uk- 
up my labors in their midst. Berlu|o - p i 

haps they are jest a trifie dose in numrv m 
but they come out strong on revival./ ffi-v dl 
need a good deal o’ stirrin’ up abaa - 

i6 
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Init, tlh i Hurll Si\i:uniH uf gnu't' .IS VVc* \'V 

c*x|irriciitx,Hl tliiTi* tinT'thcr! ** lie shtHik his 
luMii, and rlusrd his cytss .ilioy»<'tiu*r, as it traits- 
iHiftiHl by his inrniories. 

Hriiclicr Wau' siiulrd lUiiitly in dtnsu'uus w- 
and binved iu sdi'iii'r ; Init iiis with rcsruttsl 
the* iiiitTiiiHis lit iSiUirut «ni thr <il!u*r’s 

\vid«' riiuiilf'iiaiu‘t% and tsaild luit tvsiraiu ht*r 

tuiii^nr. 

” Vt«l srritl Im lieMr tt|i lulriably Will ussh-T this 

lltMvy », .IS V-ai rsi.!! ll,** s!lr said -(halply, 

I’iir udli*' ihi-' Lurd, Si arr Wareswill 
«i' 1::.“ l.^ad ' *' h.' iraMaidrd, iil,s|ju',rt| lor tin* 

Hi.! iu5 T> |‘nt ‘Si hi. |>. *m; ■*' 1 . laanuri with It'i; 
and lltrii dri iduu,^ aad-- a..; uJi a. h-:* niMvrd 

If!t, d'lir I.'ni ntii-a 1!|. ih.il In* WI* a-l -Ui 

;idd'.li>’iM! ihi'sr hnndird d‘'llMi yraily in hi* urw 
|4 i«'-r w.rs ir4 »Msd lh=-ut, 

by a innlnal iiiii-'ui.’* tii^' V'^un..* * .iU|4«a wlirn 
ih'V liail 4l l.is! I* ui^* I lh'‘ t,M-4 an, *t>i.*'S.l 

Ihi." slfr*'"'! tfi-- '.i Ir* wlnn^' Mvri-han^^iny lirr i 
',|isd “d i!p« ml!'-*'|aiii|»., .url thry la* 

«u!ii!Ma-itiv^riy altaif”. Tin* asl * h.id lah^'at hrr 
IiUsImuT's aim* and I ‘ ;usrlv n|»Mii n as 

walk-d. k'ar a tinr* in w-nd T'.s,'-d, bat liuaUy 

hf’ s.nd, III a ai svr a..a. », 

** ll Is hard nn aa y«itt p ,«ur 'anl/' 

T'hrii shr* seM|»|i'-4 sh nl, lrni.>'d hn Iht'f’ .ry.d.’i.^. 
tils sh^: »n!tb-;, and tdl |.i s.ifib-ny 

It*' sift tvs wiih whisi^^art! irtn aiitian * 

I ■/ 
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to win her from this mootl, arid ahcr a Irtt mu 
ments she lifted her head and they loittiu il .r 
walk, she wiping her eyes as tht‘y went, 

I could n’t keep it in a minute limiter! ” *:!r 
said, catching her breath between i hi, 

why do they behave so badly tu us, llieuui? '* 

He smiled down momentariiy upon lu r as i!iry 
moved along, and patted her hand. 

Somebody must have the potu' phrrrs, Abo <r/* 
he said consolingly. I am a yomii^ tn-m \ 
remember. We must take om turn, and br 
patient. For'we know that all tlnn^ iuub 
gether for good.’ ” 

"And your sermon was so head and .hnul i» ! * 
above all the others!” she wmt on lueathir . .1^. 

" Everybody said so ! And Mrs, IMr.hal! hr.ii.l n 
so ^//r<?^/that you were to be sent here, .md I Ln-w 
she told everybody how imu'h ! was Kutan; .ei j; 
— I wish we could go right off tti niKht uah-:- 
going to her house —1 shall be aslumni h* hn4 
her in the face — and of course she ktUHvi ur 'ie* 
poked off to that miserable Ot^tavim., Uiiv, 

1 heron, they tell me it’s a wtu’se (dace evenili.ai 
we Ve got now 1 ” 

"Oh, not at all/' he put in reavairitigly, *• II 
has grown to be a large town quitr t^ur 

the size of Tyre. It's a great Iridr pin r. I » 

heard. Our own church seems to be a d-.d 

run down there. We must build it up aKam , an I 

the salary is better — a little.” 

j8 






Till*: HAMNATfiKN t?F T!IKR<»M WARF 


Bui he* tiMi w.i’-i elt*|irt*sscih tlu*y w.ilkrT <ui 
towurT llirir ti’iii|Hir,iry hnlvhiA: hi a .sih'Utu* hill uf 
luuluul grici". It wus iiiJt tiiuil tlu*y had c*u5ur 
wiiliiit tif this tli.U lu* |»rr!.it'rii Uy a litih* 
Ni!*!'! iif cliT'.r furthrr wunl-s 

Irt m muki* tlu* lirT uf it* mv gitl! 
Afcrr all» we are in clu* liatuli iif the Luui.'* 

C )h, 'rhrriiit! *' ‘ilir *ui4 lu'itily. I hni*t 
talk in iiii! abuui the Buret tu night; 1 i'aiiT 
brar it! ” 


1*1 



CHAPTER II 

Theron ! Come out here ! This is the fun¬ 
niest thing we have heard yet 1” 

Mrs. Ware stood on the platform of her new 
kitchen stoop. The bright flood of May-morning 
sunshine completely enveloped her girlish form, 
clad in a simple, fresh-starched calico gown, and 
shone in golden patches upon her' light-brown 
hair. She had a smile on her face, as she looked 
down at the milk boy standing on the bottom step, 
— a smile of a doubtful sort, stormily mirthful. 

Come out a minute, Theron 1” she called 
again; and in obedience to the summons the tall 
lank figure of her husband appeared in the open 
doorway behind her. A long loose, open dress- 
ing-goTO dangled to his knees, and his sallow, 
clean-shaven, thoughtful face wore a morning 
undress expression of youthful good-nature. He 
leaned against the door-sill, crossed his large carpet 
slippers, and looked up into the sky, drawing a 
long satisfied breath, 

“ What a beautiful morning! he exclaimed. 

The elms over there are full of robins. We must 
get up earlier these mornings, and v/alk.” 
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His wife indicated the boy with the miik-pail on 
his arm, by a wave of her hand. 

Guess what he tells me ! ” she said. It 
was n’t a mistake at all, our getting no milk yester¬ 
day or the Sunday before. It seems that that’s 
the custom here, at least so far as the parsonage is 
concerned.” 

What’s the matter, boy?” asked the young 
minister, drawling his words a little, and putting a 
sense of placid irony into them. “ Don’t the cows 
give milk on Sunday, then? ” 

The boy was not going to be chaffed. Oh, 
I ’ll bring you milk fast enough on Sundays, if you 
give me the word,” he said with nonchalance. 

Only it won’t last long.” 

How do you mean, — ^ won’t last long ’? ” 
asked Mrs. Ware, briskly. 

The boy liked her, — both for herself, and for 
the doughnuts fried with her own hands, which she 
gave him on his morning round. He dropped his 
half-defiant tone. 

“ The thing of it’s this,” he explained. Every 
new minister starts in saying we can deliver to this 
house on Sundays, an’ then gives us notice to stop 
before the month’s out. It’s the trustees that 
does it.” 

The Rev. Theron Ware uncrossed his feet and 
moved out on to the stoop beside his wife. 

What’s that you say?” he interjected. Don’t 
take milk on Sundays?” 
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Nope ! ” answereil the buy. 

The young couple looked each tjCiua in in ■ 
for a puzzled moment, then l>n»ke iiUM a l a T 
‘^Well, we hi try it, anyway/* ^aid the |a 
'^You can go on bringing it Siuulays till ftl' 
^'Till you cave in on’ tell me to se^p/' | ' 
the boy, All right!” and he wa** elf t-u 
instant, the dipper jangling loud iiu ir fidu^ oi 
pail as he went. 

The Wares exchanged am^thcr gluu a. 
disappeared round the corner of ihv h <e 
another mutual laugh setantMi iimmueut. 1 
the wife’s face clouded over, ami 4ie :a 
under-lip a trifle forward out of it^ |4 i- " e? 
straight and gently firm prufile. 

^^It’s just what Wendell llidhp. .ja!/' 
declared. ^d'he Furitan’s hh’a td hrfl ;, i. : ’ 
where everybody has to mind his t»v.n !»u -m •,, ' 
The young minister strtjked hi. iltm ih >'i., 
fully, and let his gaze wandtT <»vci the !.. ?* I v u I 
silence. The garden |)arts luut nut Uvrn ( 
up, but lay, a uscles.s stretr-h tif muddi r , 
broken only by last years cabluyr . 

the general litter of dead roi>t‘> ajid uj- 

The door of the tenant}e;.s ch^ km i u^p 
wide open. Before it was a gr«Mt hcjp t-i - 
and cinders, soaked into grimy haidiirv, ].% i 
recent spring rains, and nearer Ntdl 
chopping-block, round whu h wmv je , 
weather-beaten hardwotKl knots win* h lu4 dm- 
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thr :iXf% intH hrc*!vt*n !^:irrrls and paa-king 
and a iiainrli^^H dtdiris of tin t'kiin-rdudls, atul 
geiii-ral ruliln^li. It w.ia |4raNantt‘r ta lift the vy%'% 
atul liHik ari'iO'-; tlu* uriglihors* frutu*-. to the grertu 
wavifig Fi|ii r»f itu* c'hii'i tin the strrri 
Iltsw liifty ajitl they wen'iti the uu'Uiing 

Miiiltgltk aiiil with uliat inalt lih-^H flianu faiiu' the 
utiiig of the riiliiiia, fii''4ilv ina.illrd m hainita 
aineiig flu* iirw |tilr grem lr,i.ve-*! Above tUetUj 
ill the fresh, sreiiinl air, glinvcal i!u» gt<‘at !»hte 
iliiiiir. radiaiil with light and the fiunl'u'auiti ui 
jipriiig. 

dliri.-n lifural Ilia fidn. haig fingered hand, and 
|n‘.-:‘'d It. u'l .,i '.f anil movratuntt i»» M»ui|irr- 

lirad lit!'.* itf.t.f’i ph 

*• Ulij.| aiiv <air\ ide.r-. »»f' hrll/’ !ir •> t}d, 

ill S'llg giavr ImIU*'',,. -when Ur a ivr la |a: 4 

at, aiid ii'ani to, and nil ont Iftna,. It -.-niia 

|«a iin* ilia! wr iirvrf /.■«•/ '*■» tif tliid'a 

gMiadtM"M al tilhfi' finno .rj H'r do m 'vvondri- 

till nriv ni«.nnin;/'t '•! -anme 

d'hr */., s!‘'' |.4i^*vvr‘>| hu'i nr ant'', .Mid Inn' rv.-""» 
f-'ilrd fi>l' ,.| i*ru"l' llionirlil, Uadi |4'*.a,rd nif/n'r' j!, 

n|*oH ihr ffrr.i and fin* -ikv, d h»‘n ds'^v f 

widi a !r.ir4i‘'-'r vinhny. Im iln- luunr-bat-r far 

Kfoiiiid, 

*** d1l«iie \ nt > tn?;di? to b** ndi*: 

..fJl niird id' llirj||-ir|* r-i," ’die '..U I, *’ Im .Ifave rV:--rV 
thing in siii li a inti-o .aa iliri, V^»n mnii %^'r aboni 
•a-iiing a nun to t Iran i||> thr yaid, dlirron. [i *■* 
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no use your thinking of doing it yourself- In the 
first place, it would n’t look quite the thing, and, 
second, you’d never get at it in all your born days. 
Or if a man would cost too much, we might get a 
boy. I daresay Harvey would come around, after 
he’d finished with his milk-route in the forenoon 
We could give him his dinner, you know, and I’d 
bake him some cookies. He’s got the greatest 
sweet-tooth you ever heard of. And then perhaps 
if we gave him a quarter, or say half a dollar, he’d 
be quite satisfied. 1 ’ll speak to him in the morn¬ 
ing. We can save a dollar or so that way.” 

I suppose every little does help,” commented 
Mr. Ware, with a doleful lack of conviction. Then 
his face brightened. I tell you what let’s do ! ” 
he exclaimed. Get on your street dress, and 
we ’ll take a long walk, way out into the country. 
You’ve never seen the basin, where they float the 
log-rafts in, or the big saw-mills. The hills beyond 
give you almost mountain effects, they are so steep ; 
and they say there’s a sulphur spring among the 
slate on the hill-side, somewhere, with trees all 
about it; and we could take some sandwiches with 
us— ” 

'"You forget,” put in Mrs. Ware, —«those 
trustees are coming at eleven.” 

“ So they are ! ” assented the young minister, 
with something like a sigh. He cast another re¬ 
luctant, lingering glance at the sunlit elm boughs, 
and, turning, went indoors. 
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He liiiic’it'd lur an aimless minute in the kitehen, 
where liis wit\ her slervtvs n» tin.* ^‘IIhuv, ti^w 

resuiiirti llte interfufUrd wa-Nimu* lU' the lireakiasc 
tlis|it.s» ■■■■■ perha|>s wnli \i%uni'» o( tIuU t v^-r 

rrmiiiig tmii' f«i tsjme wiu’ti th.'V lur.^lu have a 
lure'll »4irl til iluWiirk. ’larn w.m»ii*r^’il nlt‘ 

tnlu l!ie riium wlUi h siuva4 tiunn ahk*- as 

liviiij^ riiinii ami -aiisly, an4 let Ins mr niit aUaig 
ihr lw‘n is»ws Ilf hthik'i ili,U e.^uuauun-tl ln,'» hhrarv. 
lie saw iiuihing wliirh he w.iiUe4 t^i rra4. h'liully 
hr 4i4 tikf' 4uwn l*alry‘s l‘Ai4rnrr:.,’‘ an«i 
!ie.i.t-4 him,-If in ilir' hilt arinrhair, ■ - fh it r-M-aly 
;ill4 »H ri Hi/i'4 .ummalv .ua>*ue his huuililr Ituu^e- 

Imhl g'4 ♦, hui: tlir \ ly fm‘ '|’' n-'4 un lus 

krirx% ,tn4 lii-» ry^'lnl'* hall' * m 

sign revel V. 

'riii'» was lu . ihit I r'liaige, Un-* i J» laviu i whn h 
tliry IimIIi knew they wnr ynnag E.* jfv-.hkr su 
mn^ h. 

i'hr lira IujI m itir ylra-uu 4.Mfv an4 

hup iM’iniiv iiuMv imh's n? ih »-mh .m 4h»*r 

W4irf'/ae4 .ifri asn »u.' a 4}iirU'ai kin4 ■■ »l 

rnhapSj lit liulh, lli'"' ;,;Hn4nig lab**.’-, llie |^,irf|y 
lit j»h',n, iht* sv ariii U.i* .hii'*«U I n.-i iai.4 

c% h.rl nul l.i* kitia thrir , li'ii they 

|i!ayr4 ii>i put m th?'* iijrtn».ua''i wiuii h umw he 
p.i, , >^4 ill |r?i4'<U' fr\n*wa Hr |ri !,:.lr4 fhr 

W.uui .nu*hiH''“ Mii ihr nuuir rvp.ur.r ||r|4s , lie- 

sk-r!,., writ |r4 lu'iiP i.f uulk’Us " i Mmsiig kiWmg 
ftiiwii liie us 44 iiii4N-r iii«'maphm i tlir |UM*prU4u* 

'"hi 
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and hospitable farmhouses, with tluar mu u s-i*. 
blossom and their spacious red i»ani^ . to.' !• 'i 
ful boiled dinners which ciiccry huuM wiVi > srt 
up with their own skillet! hands, t 
admitted to himself, it would not W thr oi. 
he vvere to go back there again, I Iv t ^ % i 
of having moved along—was it, ahrr all, an 
vance? — to a point where it wa.. nnplr.i.-int 
sit at table with the uniVagraiii lin^d . 
still worse to encounter the iiiUiili* MMUn. 
between the fmietions of knives ami i »rk ^. i« ;' 
those happy days — ytnmg, /ealoin», l o 

bred — these trides had iH-en inviaM^- i * lo o 
life there among those kindly had^iadm u 
seemed, by contrast with the gaunt ‘auiM.;;. 
and gloomy rule of the iheol^u .a i 

luxuriously abundant and free. 

It was there too that the iruwmn;: b!r.,r,i:, •,, 
his youth —nay, should he nut sty ui a; iu, a.. 
— had come to him, 'I’hert' he h td tn->i . 
Alice Hastings, — the bright eyed, UahI tu 
serenely self-reliant ghi, whi,i mnv, !-v. lUm i 
years thereafter, couhI be heanl wadun.; ihr di... 
out in the parsonage kiteheii. 

How wonderful she hml seruird n, hm? id- 
How beautiful and albheiiehc rnt tiir liui ud 
appeared! Though herself the dau,ht. r .1 
farmer, her presence on a vi ,it wniun lie- b agr 
of his remote country charge had sr^m d Im i 
everything there a huadretl tmn’ , mutr tMuniuu 
26 
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tliiii il li:ul c'VcT ht^ni Slu' wa?4 trrsh 

lilt* ii'rmnui-iils .1 tinvii s«*nun.u'y: slw n\ul 
liiiiiks; It was kiiuwii th.it ?4 'm* isuiUl ti|Hni the 

piatiti. Her eluihr-., hrr lu.umers, !i«t way i»f 
speak it 11 ;^ t!ie rra4,itU’:ss ut' her tlu.sui^hts aii4 
H|UT 4 lilIv ■ is«t leas!, perhaps^ the iutpi^sitig 

rtirri'iU iiiulrrstaiuhiig as tu her father's WiMltfi, ■■ ■ 
plarril her an a ghtriltrcl pmiurlr far away frum 
the girla «if the iirighh*irh«HHt. 'These huiir-a ami 

gitmt ■ hrailnl U'ra.tniS'S iininni riM'*rleas 

;iiiriiiii*n ts» her siiprii'^naly hy tlmir tlrfema r am! 
Mprii uiutulusl aii»l ttealrtl il, as the 

inna maitti.!! tlan.: in llie Winki that thinr )saing 
tiuiitsif’r hr U'.ihly ’* iak^n'* with her. 

*rhrr»..»ii Ware, m ffiti.h, Irit tlu-» fu-a p.5st».iale **f 
tii »lhr f4l»nving s|a'iu:a, in a iraiislignia ila uf 
raaiarii'e. lln urw a.ppuiiiiaj»-n! was 'I'vir, 
a SMfiirwiial tii*tisil villra.rMf li..ahir,,na| Tfra,! pit.fe 
an I sulr.f,?ait r, - alul lie wa-i lu hr inataieii mhIv a 

il IV ur sn lirFaa''riiinIlia. up»m lus p.i aural 4atir 4 

*Tlir pe.Mp|i* ataufig whuin hr IimI 

!»ripin lua ksiaily « |r»hl Im tlmusrlvra 

tlial hr had Ittrl his lanfr wtulr alir was •* va-atuig 
ruiUld'* ilirir osUlltiy stdr. la pafi !«viM<u->r‘ tit ■ 
i|uira'”s aihlrr-rir.I i«i the r^vprt tut! gfu«an ; in part 

IIV the I Ofllidriir'ra m! llsr pM'-jlinasIrr a! liir <'ii|||frs 
I ulirr|iuat» ih'^’ l»n!k and fm|Urji« v u! thr ruftr 
Irnrr passing h-aw-'ea 'Tljrit-fa afi<l the n-av 
rnii ar \hre, Ihrv h.ul f. JTrVrd |hr pfugr^' .s m! 

llir iiniii .hs|j itifiargii ih'- atiluiait and waul'a with 

J S' 
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friendly zest. When he retunmi ii-fn t : ■ * 
ference, to say good-hye uiuleouu - * 

that awaited him, they gave lain a ai 
quite as if he were a married pa-a U' 
of his own, instead of a shy xuam; hirhr! a. 
received his guests ami their evaiinhuu.av. ai 
house where he boarded. 

He went away with tears of d. r a 

proud joy in his eyes, thinking a g‘* >d ♦! di •; 
their predictions of a distingui ^ .am ;■ • 
him, feeling infinitely HtrengttH'nrd. an.! 
by the hearty fervor of their CUhI spmf, .uid i ^ 
with him nearly two wagim luul. ^ • d 

apples, canned pre.serves, asstated lianitn* n . 
dishes, cheeses, pieced i)edqtiiln<, h n v. ! *' 
and kitchen utensils. 

Of the three years’ term in dyio. a u.».. ; : 
antest to dwell upon the beginning. 

The young couple — after hem*.; m ino-! ^' 
Alice’s home in an atljoining < un 

depressing conditions of a hopr!r%dy In-du: 
mother, and a father and brothetN p a 

tions were obviously closed to tin* adt -int.ig^ ^ 
matrimonial connection with Mrth».du,fn » 
straight to the house whieh tlu-ir new i^a . • ■ 
rented as a parsonage, 'fhe i*o| nl.r tt t 
from the rather grim cheerkssm- .i -4' iloa? ^rd 
lent fresh gaycty to their liglitloMn^’d, 
start at housekeeping. I’hry had m-v-r l.e:, 
so much in all their lives as they d.ul ituw m i 
28 
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first ii'iuiiitlis, — uver tlirir wrtnl igmirauce uf 

ilf’tiils : wifli ii*4 lui.^tukt^s, anti 

ciitcatairiiiig tlist'iivia'it.-s; t,ivi*r thf tajiutfal htiiH-ra" 
luiiitltiHTH a!iii Nlunlftitt' tlu-ir tliinaiuni ” 
tiiilfil ; tiVi'f ihr aiMl ♦*su- ■■ 

nirr'i tfl' llifnr ihhtI R-i rat h nilua, It* I,lie* 

aiitl tu the Wi*r!t| mI’ I'yii* at lafat-. 
iliilrtat, he -»aiii nrvri ht havr 

laii|4lir*l li'iltrr* l.'E Et that timr lu* Iriru l\v 
itf hi'-* f-'luratirr, ralalu^atnj.^ hr^ atlunrahk' 
wuiiltl luvr llittni;hr i»t' mrlutiiag anit»ng 
llit-m a'Hrn a* **!' hnismr, iinifh Irv-* a brat ttnvaai 
!r'. ifv. Niafli;.”!. hi* ralv liatllr t** grt 

;m.iy tunn iht.' liuu aa 4 .u lisru- .ui li r*!nrati«ai a'* 
sI|mm! 4 'iriiir !u»«|vrii !>* h:lii !hr gat*'* • ‘4 

lilr, IIMI'ihr u.u.'nf irii'-a'''« » *'Ut!ria I ,JU 

whii h I .uiahi hisli iifi a* la* ua thr b i.tu4 

uf »*!, all'll 'avr|»l hua ull lal.i a ^rltl.t!^h•‘ 

licav wuil4 mI virw'i .iii'i a-.|»ii.itsuii"*, in.-! a 

likriy I'l-nh r*f litr H | i |sv« ||!. Er»/|4' !i v4 

!ui» t‘f hi i iirp-it r'lil -in I ’’/uEh'.-* laupl, 

t''*r lij . g hr.itl, !»i'. |a*ar, hi* na- h|- a v abuia 
gill'i a.a.ihly 4!a-«'4. r f!r' .iv«'ia.rs'’, bat It Im*E i ill 1^4 
|i< Im f, ill hiiii I ilrfsl I’Una* mEv. 

ftiil \vh»» I uni 4 b'*" iivIp'U’ Aii'> .« 

Ah*®' ifi .1 t|n.ui«|,av uwi .a hx-r 

fiiuhlllg -a^a-r, Ahr:.- Urt i^v a .if-,.4l *!aV, 

;i.li4 rra > !• a il.uf aii h-au , Ah- r nubantg tW'ritfv 

ill a.n4 hall a |»"»''5n4 mI aigar, .up! 

ijfliiiag 1*1 r‘\!!4t I a brrakl-ra lirvrragr liujii tir- 
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unground coffee-bcau? C lear 1 ) iu*i " 

fond and sympathetic a lubhand a*, i a i-i; I K- 
began by laughing because sim Utupv.-il. ar. i . : a 

by swift stages to coiu[‘reheml, thru f* u;. i ^ 
share, her amusement From llib il srruv *i » aU 
a step to the development of a huniur »u lu. * it a. 
doubling, as it were, their sportive rrsmto i 1 * 
found himself discovering a new tliMlI -i 

men and things; his [rhraseoh'gv look **0 ^ 

playful form, fittingly to preserii . vK n 

danced up, unabashed, tpute inti* the 
of lofty and majestic tnitlis. He y,*'! Ir asi ti’.ri 
nothing but satisfaction; it ubvi^JiJv d iu 

creased claims to popularity among lus g a; /.tc o, : 
and consequently magiufiiHl j n nve t s i ’t u . • r; * t; ,., 
and it made life so much imue a .md i r 
to be thankful fur. Often, in tire no ' a i! ■' 
exchange of merry quip and whim .i* a! a; n, 
bright blossoms on that tree i^f Ntn u/.th .m i i n ’ 
edge which he felt expaiuliug now with 4. }:o, r.; v 
outward pushing in all <liiectiuns, hr w-oM l - K '* 
into deep gravity, aiut ponder \%iih a .4 U'.i;.; 
heart the vast unspeakable maurl ul hb I.Irwd 
ness, in being thus enriched and InmnomTit 14 
daily comniimiun with the tm^t Wi»rdii|anl * t 
womankind. 

This happy and guod ytumg miuplr |.r,,k tU,- 
affections ofd'yrc by storm, d lir ^^^•thudl at h 
there had at no time held its he;:d hiyh 
the denominations, ami for “ume )r4r:* ImI had 
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hrrit ill a i!i'|‘lora|i!y siaUiuy, tuvitu; 111:4 ta 

till* tif till'- M ■' 1 1 i» H f i*4-i aiul thru tr 

tlir iiinurihrut V ut' a |0'.!»!r wiiu ‘.tMutfali/tnl rlir 
rtiuiiuiiiiilr l'»v tionviUK a blii-k luan r^i a whirr 
wniiaiL lliil thr Waic's rhaii.t;*-il all iIuh. Whrhiu 
a iiiaiiiti ilii* rriHiit Ilf tiorm uuil htr* !* 

ill thr |Hil|»il rriiw^itny, thr rhunii Inuhlmit W* 
hi r.iRa*- iiy, — ;i «4 ih.it, tua. with sutur u| 

lyrr's hr:>*»t Im|U 4 !!v w-mniuK w-o thr 

aliiiH'.nlirrr i 4 ' aiitl jtivrnslr hH:h %|Mrils 

uhu h |:H-|%.uh >! Uir |I ir' 4 *»ll 4 gr mv'ft'r thr-.r IM'W 
,i,u I w!u» li H'lriiJii anil Atirr n-/rinr'*| 

|i..i iliuU.r ulr- * Vi'l Uirv Urlit. 

‘i‘hio 'UviiiViUiirlv lit a ir Nfnnh .uai 4 

llllivn""* || 4rf|.i,i!U, w.ur h. 3.4 :i Jri MrUi.*:-*! 

MUial |j!,na% uniaslr ihr fs'-ai i» !"”* | !ifsuf*i *4’ 

Mrliiin|r*iis, all I 'Hlimr m || wuh .iji tui!! ir'SHr 
halll ;j|* y hrV'a 4 <l thr f f .i 4 U r *lri tif Ivtr, 

I .rj '4ir IJI »-t»r-'r |»* -Jir 

W.,0 ' uli lilMir U.livrb' la a rt amj,:; Hi Ih-| t»uu 
»|U,ii!ir .iii«l a»*iiirwhal h U’jia 'a .ijfiUi *h»!ai» 4^* ; an*! 
itir 4|i..i.|i, iwm •aMsr‘-»h tin immI- 4 htilr 
iniyill W'f4l It.ivr r.t!.!,|r4 it'* * i.q*hM.u4'i |u if if 
w.r» ii»4l in dfrainl Ui4, ■ ■•at rav u-t-j ihf* i 
‘•at Ir.'hl wrir thr h»*:|,||,>i, Vlhi, R jr Hi 

HrW iljOi. Aa ImI’ ‘I'lr'lMH, thr iviJ Mtl*' ^4 
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bringing in rich treasures ef tlnlut'thui. a : a 
ing, building, [)ru[H)uadiug as if f.y ‘una.- i • 
quite independent of hiun lie Ciiuld ih^ ; 
without blinking timulity at the ratiiaiitr *'i A • 
path stretched out before Imu, haidiug up.a.ad 
to dazzling heights of greatne>s. 

At the end of this first year the Wares *.tidd.-a*v 
discovered that they were eight hiunhc-ii d*4I .a» ai 
debt. 

The second year was spent In uttmtu:. In 4 
stages and with a cruel wealth uf p ich-tu d-Lah 
at a realization of what being eight Imudrrd aho '. 
in debt meant. 

It was not in their elastic ami bu^vant ma'a 
to grasp the full significance of the dun;; .a -e.- r, 
or easily. Their position in the sm i.d aou Ou.-, 
too, was all against clear'-sighteilnev. ui su it-u d 
matters. A general, fur exani[ 4 «’. umi euird, 
in the saddle, ^advancing ihron -.h the 'C.c. •?, ,r-| 

his staff in the proud wake uf hr, 
walls of bayonets, cannot be imagmed 4* 
at the glance thrown at him l.v lus Uihn ..u fo * 
sidewalk. Similarly, a man invr*,,t • I WiCU .1. ^ 
dotal authority, who baptizes, niAHir ., and bnn- ., 
who delivers judgments from the* pnlph, uhe ii u*. o. 
not be questioned in his hearing, am! n!* * s., 
from all his fellowmien a sp.*eid drcn-u. ■ 
manner and speech, is in the naffjr#* 
prone to see the grocer’s book and tie- bunb.-c, 
bill through the little <uul erf the idv n .p 
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I1u‘ U'arrs .il the ufU .ri luisi tibiui^ht it riejit 
IraJi* 4:4 r\4iu-4\ely 4.‘'i fn*', .iMr With UUMuhrts tif 
llit'ir tnvn t Imti !i ^hu u^iv. Tlu-, l^v.iUv Ihh'.hiu* 4 

|irilli'i|i,tl e!etii:4ll i»!‘III.U tVtihniL llu'-rnii liJil liri 
e|'c4|il.ii . MMlrti ill Nn'lirsl hmt, SinutiV 

.iflrr Sitit liv. Alii'i' h..i4 i uu* i MU-iMliT-ilrT 

ivhi*!U II W44 h*’r ilutv to u-.it 

,iit4 |»i * t'iicuil .htji for. “'Thr'-.*' sitn.ttiou t umw 

lirg III, h>* ir Oi .MUlion'i, lu Ulif.ntl ihrii' ter* 

rurs, Al ihe lir*l iiiIijii.iIhjii i»f the 

W.ifri iii.iTe whit '-irrinrA M tlirm 4 .MVrr|niy^ 
A-ii III f'\]Will'll they li** tnl that 
lU'-e'io; y h m! ■>!* ot’ thnu a-. |»or*r 

fh’iii. .■"4 til'll iMO'’! A hnlt* tiin, 

'Th 4o!i le -o/h!: hrii.^h t-< 4i.*h i I 4*-»u-*!v 

tMvii! .( » fo 4 p».4h4' I'l- I -.s-.o <4 

»i.i!i|V4 iJi I i'A" w4:i -.lUioni ’ionr . fho i m **( 

the 'iE'w,!,|4'» wsUi i.faoiis 

l'le*n Ah* e |♦.!^4 i Vi .1? !‘i tioj |<,i4*.-uf-i, i*'* ti'v-i 

h -I ■» aM.-z-'hlv h:»Alh* to it| h,-f 

.iu4 hrt j urt'h ntiT-^-t 

lll’iurlin e lUil llir |>ii?.IV Ml-ii hr TilrT Mjirj Ijiirly 
foVrirT |||,.- r.V|r'li'e'"'i u| hri jssunirv. With Mt ■ 

oihrr l‘illl lit lh>- friv, lliry ii»l4 llir '*i||r 

h,|!| hfuil^^yai W' 1 !.!| h':-f ir**3il liMfUr, 4!r! » 'it ihrfii 
■i'^4vr'i th-tWfl Im ihr !».||r le"r r vat I’* i4 III''", laAlle'r 
irs riViii^ * i»ili|MiiV riof v >itv[ rsof. I'hry Urv^-f' 

!i4.::i'ir*| turn, .uni 14011 '.fail-''-'* .v;i"^4v uir, 

tiv lhi'» liau'* rii 'aai* , fa-rii hnl ninh-r 

IimI i'A*'**'" |*''«4*h-‘ la whaia 

J-.I 
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money, had degenerated to a |ntaul * a ra r 
monplace. As a eon.sei|neava\ itw .itr n : 
became once more cunlhuHl lu fur m'uu 
membership of the churelu aiul the tnt.:-.-, » 
plained of grievously liiiniuishcd irrr^ v-. U 
the Wares, grown de.s[)t'ratr, vmiiurd u: a 
experiment of trading outsidr the ^ ■ 

congregation, the trustees roiypliuu-d 4 K-un. 
time peremptorily. 

Thus the second year draggr.i ir.i.-? 

to an end. Nor was relief r; v- 

Presiding Elder knew soinetliin;; ^ f f ir ^ 
stances, and felt it his duty to m U ‘1 l-ro-i : 
fora third year, to pay his {fehr-., Mil d; ;ti 
cup of disciplinary metlieiur its dre/ v 

The worst has Ijeen told, i; •■ouur ; lo - 
blackness, this thinl year, in th- i ; 

brought a change as weicome a . n u .i, j 
for. An elderly aiul iiupuruuif , lU: u * ! I ' , 
name Abram Heckman, whumlEriun A: 

and had on occasions seen sitting tuonr..i fh* 
pews near the door, called one nuuiunr .0. f 1 • p 
sonage, and electrified its inhabiunt . bv - .■ 
a desire to wipe off all their old mo-, i .1 n - 
and give them a fresh start in life. A. hr ' 
suggestion, they coiiM find no exeuvr trr-- 0 
it. lie had watched tiumu an i hr.ud a g ! A 
about them, and took a fulirriv vnf .4 mo-r- u 
them. He (lid not deprerate thrn rr*;aduie i 
aid he proffered them in the natiite yt 4 lu.in, I 
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the'}* wc*rt‘ III fii.ikc' thcnnsrlvrs |»rrtr<*ely vahv alunit 
lit 4iiil never rrtiini it at all unh's.s tlun* eunUl snare 
it Miiiiirliine with entire eunvrnii'nta*. ;mti felt tliat 
tliry waiilrtl U% du As this >imj/ing wiruifall 

tinallv liKik it enaUIrT tlir Wares tu live 

rrs|iri'lali!y llirmii'li the ve>ir, an»l tu h\ive ‘Tyre 
With Siiiiiri.liiiig nvi-r uue huiulreil ilullars in hautl. 

It riwlilr'il ihria^ tnn, tti rrvive in a tliasteinsl 
tViriii ilithr ultl iirrain hi’ nltiinate snrt'rss and tlis« 
liiirliHii lisr dlirfHii, He hail drniHienrafri! i Irariy 
niHUid^ tH tiiin-»e|f, iliiriiig th.it bnrf sra-am uf un» 
rf’a.r.un-sl riihlv,:i-ufr, that lie had within him fh’-' 
iiuknv.' iit a ^ttral nratHf, IT- net In wmk 

iinw, wiili ir'v•Inr-- tn lau-./lr tint and 

uie.e.'r all ihr nusiiiplr, h undrdis* tins art, 

,.ui I all liv'- In- ill if, ad an it-. dm' 

He altulied ll, H.aeir^’d tir. ll| ai 'lita n|»-in n. la!!.-' ! 
tliiiy ivilli \hir alwini ii. In tlir |»ni|at, addt^- . .nie 
lIlH'ie iirMtith:" will* tiad '.m datkrnril hi’* a!-' and 

♦ luiied |h-« fii >t haf>|utir>-, uni t-n ln-< h■»a^^\ tie 

wallih*-ld liuir,’ll Iran ’nv hj n.nu 4 dr.|»l.’V wlnili 
I Mil}-1 them atihr.itain. IT' pat a-ade, aa 

wrll, l!|r i4 4f.t|aii|nn4 *d%i‘v tljir' Uhii 

MrllsHdi'I'i ‘4 I'vi*', W'tj. r*r ratty ’•uihn-aaan had 
a|ifi;Md ‘aa h r-r Ini ninvaiy trri. Hr 

Hfa« i-i tpiW hy nr^rr-nirjl, wnlh an alril 

r,lla and i al«u|a||.*|} ill rv-’iV tMjir, \n af|d*nt‘»t|, 
a! isUi r rndminn.."d and leaiiuilv '*• 4a it»na, i.i.- 
■a” »v-..l liiiia 

Hr frlha Ifd ihr* limHittiit, Wilhairitnn 

45 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


incredulous interest, upon that unworthy epoch in 
his life history, which seemed so far behind him, 
and yet had come to a close only a few weeks ago. 
The opportunity had been given him, there at the 
Tecumseh Conference, to reveal his quality. He 
had risen to its full limit of possibilities, and 
preached a great sermon in a manner which he at 
least knew was unapproachable. He had made 
his most powerful bid for the prize place, had 
trebly deserved success — and had been banished 
instead to Octavius! 

The curious thing was that he did not resent his 
failure. Alice had taken it hard, but he himself 
was conscious of a sense of spiritual gain. The 
influence of the Conference, with its songs and 
seasons of prayer and high pressure of emotional 
excitement, was still strong upon him. It seemed 
years and years since the religious side of him had 
been so stirred into motion. He felt, as he lay 
back in the chair, and folded his hands over the 
book on his knee, that he had indeed come forth 
from the fire purified and strengthened. The 
ministry to souls diseased beckoned him with a 
new and urgent significance. He smiled to re¬ 
member that Mr. Beekman, speaking in his shrewd 
and pointed way, had asked him whether, looking 
it all over, he did n’t think it would be better for 
him to study law, with a viev/ to sliding out of the 
ministry when a good chance oftered. It amazed 
him now to recall that he had taken this hint seri- 
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au^4y, 4n4 rvmi t.u iIh' Irngth t»l‘ fimling iuti 

w!l,a liUiik'. I,IW -.lutirlir, In-gau 

ril.tllk ir^nV all ill, it |U 4 aiitl giiUc^ HuW. 

I1ii' i*all ‘Hiimiii’d, ra:.siiiaiii aiul mi|H-uittvc, ui hiH 
au4 ilirn* \V4;-. iii» oi hts Iicmh, iui 

iiliri' iif Im whirh iIhI lUit ?iUr in tli’voni 

rr'',|ia|i-sr, Ilf' r1iiii'4 tiri ryr^, b% Ur thr lUin’C 
wliitlly iiliaiif* willi thr S|»iiil, iii.n UHtvml httn, 

‘Hic ii( 4 hrll m eUr h.iliw.iv Urv*kc 

'Hli.irfiiv ti|iuii lua inrilitiiiaii'., .uni uii elir uHtuu 
lli'i Ii'itr tlifii‘4 111 lirr hr.nl liir klitiiru, 

la gu lii fhr ilMur, litrruti ! ** -air 
w.iiw'tl laui, iu A 1.*h 4» '.will whia|irr, ** I *m liul 
III i'.i fji?' ■.’.Til, It lip- iMiii'T'./* 

*'.\ll Ur '..uU, .;u4 !“.r -ihaviy Uutn 

’•ijiiMiwhn rr» v t.a hi'. |:-rC, I ’ll 

** ,\ii4 4 mu'i I ,i.'44r4 ’.liruiiaa iy ; I 

UrlifAT III f.rvi ihaunwy/' * I Sr lam 

lirrr tt'llh lu'» IM I 44|4 It .h h.nkrt l4i«r ill 
il-iva, 4ri4 Ui.fi 4 ‘.*.->-i4 'iiriu 1 !*■' ‘-i 4-r lit 

*iaU4;'tt hrj „\u4 I'l.l k.-r|» 4 nn|»r| hp 

ih*'* .r-Vi, 4t|4 4'i‘ll'l %‘i»n l.'l ih-ria jrw V'*'i 4Mi.VU 4 

vihi.av I rill San ih.u -a’.ilk,*' 

Ali ' 3 ,.u 4 444111 , 

rrtn* i.iiiily i»jw.ii 4 ihr I 14 II 4riur. 
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CHAPTER III 


When the three trustees had been shown in by 
the Rev. Mr. Ware, and had taken seats, an awk¬ 
ward little pause ensued. The young minister 
looked doubtingly from one face to another, the 
while they glanced with inquiring interest about 
the room, noting the pictures and appraising the 
furniture in their minds. 

The obvious leader of the party, Loren Pierce, 
a rich quarryman, was an old man of medium size 
and mean attire, with a square, beardless face as 
hard and impassive in expression as one of his 
blocks of limestone. The irregular, thin-lipped 
mouth, slightly sunken, and shut with vice-like 
firmness, the short snub nose, and the little eyes 
squinting from half-closed lids beneath slightly 
marked brows, seemed scarcely to attain to the 
dignity of features, but evaded attention instead, 
as if feeling that they were only there at all from 
plain necessity, and ought not to be taken into 
account. Mr. Pierce’s face did not know how to 
smile, — what was the use of smiles ? — but its 
whole surface radiated secretiveness. Portrayed 
on canvas by a master brush, with a ruff or a red 
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robe for masquerade, generations of imaginative 
amateurs would have seen in it vast-reaching 
plots, the skeletons of a dozen dynastic cupboards, 
the guarded mysteries of half a century’s inter¬ 
national diplomacy. The amateurs would have 
been wrong again. There was nothing behind 
Mr. Pierce’s juiceless countenance more weighty 
than a general determination to exact seven per 
cent for his money, and some specific notions 
about capturing certain brickyards which were 
interfering with his quarry-sales. But Octavius 
watched him shamble along its sidewalks quite 
as the Vienna of dead and forgotten yesterday 
might have watched Metternich. 

Erastus Winch was of a breezier sort, — a florid, 
stout, and sandy man, who spent most of his life 
driving over evil country roads in a buggy, secur¬ 
ing orders for dairy furniture and certain allied 
lines of farm utensils. This practice had given 
him a loud voice and a deceptively hearty manner, 
to which the other avocation of cheese-buyer, 
which he pursued at the Board of Trade meetings 
every Monday afternoon, had added a consider¬ 
able command of persuasive yet non-committal 
language. To look at him, still more to hear him, 
one would have sworn he was a good fellow, a 
trifle rough and noisy, perhaps, but all right at 
bottom. But the County Clerk of Dearborn 
County could have told you of agriculturists who 
knew Erastus from long and unhappy experience, 
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and who held him to be even a tighter man than 
Loren Pierce in the matter of a mortgage. 

The third trustee, Levi Gorringe, set 
dering at the very first glance what on earth he 
was Ling in that company. Those who 
known him longest had the least 

Ly be added that no one knew Inm weU He 

was a lawyer, and had lived in Octavius for up¬ 
wards of^n years; that is to say, since early man¬ 
hood. He had an office on the mam street, 3ust 

under the principal photograph g^ery. ou 

less he was sometimes m this office, b 
doorway, with the stairs behind him, ' 

understood - .be -fi-t.do an^ 
neoDle tacitly inferred that ne sn , . 

L M«hodte of Ocuvius looted »P'» 
a queer fish, and through nearly a dozen ye 
had never quite outgrown thmr hebdomadal ten- 
d« “to s..pns= a. seeing hi» en... tit.u cteeb. 
40 
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He had never, it is true, professed religion, but 
they had elected him as a trustee now for a 
number of terms, all the same, — partly because he 
was tlieir only lawyer, partly because he, like both 
ids colleagues, lield a mortgage on the church 
edifu'c and lot. In person, Mr. Gorringe was a 
slender man, with a skin of a clear, uniform citron 
tint, black waving hair, and dark gray eyes, and a 
thin, high-featured face. He wore a mustache 
and pointed chin-tuft; and, though he was of New 
Englaml parentage and had never been further 
south th in Ocean Grove, he presented a general 
effect of old Mississippian traditions and tastes 
startlingly at variance with the standards of Dear¬ 
born C!ounty Methodism. Nothing could con- 
viiute some of the elder sisters that he was not a 
drinking man. 

T'he three visitors had completed their survey 
of the room now ; and L.orca Pierce emitted a dry, 
harsh little cough, as a signal that business was 
al)out to begin. At this sound, Winch drew up 
his feet, ami Oorringe untied a parcel of account- 
iKioks ami papers that he held on his knee. 
'Pheron felt that his countenance must be exhibit¬ 
ing to the assembled brethren an unfortunate sense 
t»f ludplcsHncss in their hands. He tried to look 
mtn*e resolute, and forced his lips into a smile. 

brother Gorringe alius acts as Seckertary,” 
said ICrastus Winch, beaming broadly upon the 
miniiler, as if the mere mention of the fact pro- 
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moted jollity. «That*s it, Brother Gorringe,— 
take your seat at Brother Ware’s desk. Mind the 
Dominie’s pen don’t play tricks on you, an’ start 
off writin’ out sermons instid of figgers.” The 
humorist turned to Theron as the lawyer walked 
over to the desk at the window. I alius have to 
caution him about that,” he remarked with great 
joviality. An’ do look out afterwards, 

Brother Ware, or else you’ll catch that pen o’ 
yours scribblin’ lawyer’s lingo in place o’ the 
Word.” 

Theron felt bound to exhibit a grin in acknowl¬ 
edgment of this pleasantry. The lawyer’s change 
of position had involved some shifting of the 
others’ chairs, and the young minister found him¬ 
self directly confronted by Brother Pierce’s hard 
and colorless old visage. Its little eyes were 
watching him, as through a mask, and under their 
influence the smile of politeness fled from his lips. 
The lawyer on his right, the cheese-buyer to the 
left, seemed to recede into distance as he for the 
moment returned the gaze of the quarryman. 
He waited now for him to speak, as if the others 
were of no importance. 

We are a plain sort o’ folks up in these 
parts,” said Brother Pierce, after a slight further 
pause. His voice was as dry and rasping as his 
cough, and its intonations were those of author¬ 
ity. ^^We walk here,” he went on, eying the 
minister with a sour regard, ^^in a meek an* 
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humble spirit, in the stniight an' narrow way which 
leadeth unto life. We ain't gone traipsin' after 
strange gotls, like some peo\)lc that call them¬ 
selves Methodists in other places. We stick by 
the Discipline an’ the ways of our fathers in Israel. 
No new-fangled notions can go down here. Your 
wift^ hi better take them (lowers out of her bimnit 
afore next Suntlay." 

Silence possessed the room for a few moments, 
the while Theron, pale-fliced and with brows knit, 
stuilied the pattern of the ingrain carpet. Then 
he lifted his head, and nodded it in assent. 

he said; we will do nothing by which 
our * brother stumbUuh, or is offendetl, or is made 
weak.* ” 

HrothtT Pit‘na*'s parc'hinemt face Hhowc<l no sign 
of surprise or pleasure at this easy submission. 

AiKRher thing : We don’t want no book-h*amin' 
or dictionary w(wds in our pulpit," he wtmt on 
ctildly. *^.S(nne filksmay stomaeli ’em; we won’t, 
d'heiu tWi) sermons o’ yours, p’r’aj)s they'd do 
down in some city place; but they're like your 
wife’s bunnit here, they ’re too flowery to .suit 
us. What we want to hear is the plain, old-fash¬ 
ioned Word of God, without any palaver or ^ hems 
and ha’s.' 'Fhey tell me there’s some parts 
where hell's treated as played-out,—where our 
ministcTH don't Ukt* to talk nuu'h al)<)ut it bec'ause 
l>tHjple don't want to hear al)out it. Such preacli- 
ers ouglit to be put out, 'fhey ain’t Methotiists at 
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all. What we want here, sir, is straight-out, flat- 
footed hell, —the burnin’ lake o’ fire an’ brim¬ 
stone. Pour it into ’em, hot an’ strong. We 
can’t have too much of it. Work in them awful 
deathbeds of Voltaire an’ Tom Paine, with the 
Devil right there in the room, reachin’ for ’em, 
an’ they yellin’ for fright; that’s what fills the 
anxious seat an’ brings in souls hand over fist.” 

Theron’s tongue dallied for an instant with the 
temptation to comment upon these old-wife fables, 
which were so dear to the rural religious heart 
when he and I were boys. But it seemed wiser 
to only nod again, and let his mentor go on. 

^^We ain’t had no trouble with the Free Mt'th- 
odists here*,” continued Brother Pierce, 
because we kept to the old paths, an' seek for 
salvation in the good old way. hh'crybotly (';m 
shout ^'\men 1 ’ as loud and as long as the 
moves lum, with us. Some one was .sayin’ yon 
thought we ought to have a choir and an organ. 
No, sirree ! No such tom-foolery for us! You ’ll 
only stir up feelin’ agin yourself by hintin’ at stH'lt 
things. And then, too, our folks don’t take ihj 
stock in all that pack o’ nonsense al)out scitnu-e, 
such as tellin’ the age of the earth by crackin’ up 
stones. I’ve b’en in the quarry line all my life, 
an’ 7 know it’s all humbug! Why, they say 
some folks are goin’ round now prea<'hin' that our 
grandfathers were all monkeys. I'hat comes from 
departin’ from the ways of otir forefathers, an* 
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puttin* in organs an’ choirs, an* deckin’ our 
women-folks out with gewgaws, an* apin’ the 
fashions of the worldly. I should n’t wonder if 
them kind <lid have some monkey blood in ’em. 
You ’ll fmd we ’re a different sort here.” 

d'he young minister preserved silence for a little, 
until it lK‘c:imc apparent that the old trustee had 
hat I his say miL iwen then he raised his head 
slowly, auil at last tnade answer in a hesitating 
and irresolute vv%ay, 

^^You have been very frank,” he said. I am 
ol)liged to you. A clergyman coming to a new 
charge cannot be better served than by having 
Idtl iK'fore liim a clear statement of the views and 
--ami spiritual tmtdeucies — of his new flock, 
<|uite at the tnitset. I feel it to be of especial 
value in this case, because I am young in years 
and in my unnistry, and atn conscious of a great 
weakness of tin* flesh. I can see how daily con¬ 
tact with a pcijple so atla<*hcil to the old, simple, 
primitive Methodism of Wesley arul Asbury may 
lie a source id mm’h strength to me, I may take 
it,” he atidevl u|U)n seciuul tlunight, with an 
inquiring glance at Mr. Winch, 'Mhat brother 
descrii)tion of our charge, and its tastes 
and needs, meets with your approval?” 

I'hastus Wineli mHlded his head and smiled cx- 
pansividy, ” Whatt'vcr bn^ther Pierce says, goes ! ” 
he (ka lared. d‘be lawyer, silting behind at the 
desk by the wimluw. said notiuug. 
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“The place is jest overrim with Irish,” Brother 
Pierce began again. “I'hey’vc got two I'utholic 
churches here now to our one, and they do jest 
as they blamed please at the charter eh'ctions. 
It’d be a good idee to pitch into ('atliolit's in gen¬ 
eral whenever you can. You could inakt' a hit 
that way. I say the State ought to make ’em pay 
taxes on their church property. I'hey’ve no riglit 
to be exempted, because they ain’t Cdiristians at 
all They Te idolaters, that’s what they arc I I 
know ’em! I’ve had ’em in my quarries for years, 
an’ they ain’t got no idee of decency or fair dealin*. 
Every time the price of stone went every man 
of ’em would jine to screw more wages emt %%* me. 
Why, they used to keep account o’ the ammim cd 
business I done, an’ figger up tny prodts, an’ luive 
the face to come an’ talk to me alniut ’lan, as if 
that had anything to do with wages. ft S my 
belief their priests put ’em u[) to it. iVoplr tfun’t 
begin to reelize, — that church of itloltcry ’ll !>r tiur 
ruin o’ this country, if it ain’t checked in tirnr. 
Jest you goat ’em hammer’n’ tongs! I’ve got 
Eyctalians in the ([tuirries now, Iticy *rr sensible 
fellows: they know when they’re wrii off; a 
dollar a day, an’ tiiey ’re satisfied, an* everything 
goes smooth.” 

'Mint they’re (Yitludk’S, the same as tlie ln»ih,” 
suddenly interjected the* lawyer, fiiun Im phn r by 
the window, "rheron prit:ked up lik rats at the 
sound of his voice. I'here was an anti-Bicrce nole 
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in it, so to speak, which it <litl him good to hear. 
The consciousness of sympathy began on the 
instant to inspire him with courage. 

** I know some people say tlu‘y are,” Brother 
Pierce guardedly retorted; but I’ve summered 
an’ wintered both kimls, an’ /hoUl to it they’re 
ditTerent. I grant ye, the ICyetalians a/r some 
given to jablhn’ knives into each other, but they 
never git tip strikes, an’ tliey <lun’t grumble about 
wages. Why, look at the way they live,—jest 
some weetls an’ yarbs dug up on the roadside, an’ 
stewed in a ktUtle with a piece o’ fat the size o’ 
your finger, an’ a loaf o’ bread, an’ they’re happy 
as a king. I'here’s some stmse in ; but the 
Irish, they’ve got to have meat an* potatoes an’ 
butter jest as if —as if 

** As if they’d h’en usetl to ’iun at home,” put 
in Mr, Wimth, to help his eolUsigue out. 

d'lie lawyer ostentatiously drmv up liis <^hair to 
the desk, and began turning <na*r the leaves of lus 
biggest lKK)k. gftting on toward noon, 

gentlemen,” lie saitl, in an impati<mt voi<’e. 

dlie Imsiness meeting wliitii f jiluwed was for a 
con>itleral>le time tamfiiual to liearing extracts 
from the liooks and papers rea<l in a swift and 
formal fashion by Mr. (lorringe. If this was 
intended to infcinn the new pasUir of the exatg 
fmancual situation in (h’tavius, it lamentably failed 
of its purpose, 'Theron ha<i little knowletlge of 
figures; ami though \u* tried hard to listen, 
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and to assume an air of comprehension, he 
did not understand much of what he heard. In a 
general way he gathered that the church property 
was put down at $12,000, on which there was a 
debt of ^4,800. The annual expenses were 
$2,2^0, of which the principal items were $%oo for 
his salary, I170 for the rent of the parsonage, and 
^319 for interest on the debt. It seemed that last 
year the receipts had fallen just under $2,000, and 
they now confronted the necessity of making good 
this deficit during the coming year, as well as 
increasing the regular revenues. Without much 
discussion, it was agreed that they should endeavor 
to secure the services of a celebrated “ debt-raiser,” 
early in the autumn, and utilize him in the closing 
days of a revival. 

Theron knew this ^^debt-raiser/’ and had seen 
him at work, — a burly, bustling, vulgar man who 
took possession of the pulpit as if it were an auc¬ 
tioneer’s block, and pursued the task of exciting 
liberality in the bosoms of the congregation by alter¬ 
nating prayer, anecdote, song, and cheap buffoonery 
in a manner truly sickening. Would it not be pre¬ 
ferable, he feebly suggested, to raise the money by 
a festival, or fair, or some other form of entertain¬ 
ment which the ladies could manage ? 

Brother Pierce shook his head with contempt¬ 
uous emphasis. “ Our women-folks ain’t that 
kind,” he said. ^'They did try to hold a sociable 
once, but nobody came, and we did n’t raise 
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luore hx three or four dollars. It ain’t tlieir line. 
'They lack the worldly arts. As the Discipline 
commands, they avokl the evil of putting on gold 
and costly apparel, and taking such diversions as 
cannot be used in the name of the Lonl Jesus.” 

Well —of course —if you prefer the < debt- 
raiser ’—^”T'heron began, and took the itemized 
ac:count from Oorringe’s knee as an excuse for 
nut finislung the hateful senten<a‘, 

lie louketl down the foolscap sheet, line by line, 
with no special sense of what it signified, until his 
eye caught upon this little section of the report, 
brackctcil by itself in the St‘cretary’s neat hand : 

InTCRKST ChlAKOK. 

First niortgagt; . . (K. \Viiu:h) . (ti' 7 . $ yo 

Srroutl mnit|<4gf , 1,700 . . {I,, (looiuav) (a 6 . 102 

Third mortgage (eSyS) . 2 ,ukii . . (L. bieiee).. 7 . 147 

It was no news to him that the three mortgages 
on the t'hurch pn^perty were hekl by the three 
trustees. Hut as he looked ijnee more, anotlH*r 
feature of the thing strut*k him as rairitjus, 

1 iu>tice that tlie rates of interest vary/* he 
remarked without thinking, an 1 then wished the 
wonts uusaiii, for the two trustees in view muvctl 
uneasily on their seats. 

** ()!i, that's nothing/’ exclainual Israstus Wamdi, 
with a boisterous display of jollity. *Mt <mly 
ik'uther (Jurringe’s pleasant little way of making a 
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contribution to our funds. You will notice that, at 
the date of all these mortgages, the State rate ot 
interest was seven per cent. Since then it's b'cn 
lowered to six. Well, when that happened, you 
see, Brother Gorringe, not being a professin’ mem¬ 
ber, and so not bound by our rules, he could just 
as well as not let his interest down a cent. But 
Brother Pierce an’ me, we talked it over, an’ wc 
made up our minds we were tied hand an’ foot by 
our contract. You know how strong the Discipline 
lays it down that we must be bound to the letter td 
our agreements. That bein’ so, we seen it in the 
light of duty not to change what we’d set our hands 
to. That’s how it is, Brother Ware.” 

“ I understand,” said Theron, with an effort at 
polite calmness of tone. ^'And — is there any¬ 
thing else?” 

There’s this,” broke in Brother Pierce : ** we're 
commanded to be law-abiding people, an’ seven 
per cent was the law — an’ would be now if tliem 
ragamuffins in the Legislation — ” 

Surely we needn’t go further into that,” in¬ 
terrupted the minister, conscious of a growing 
stiffness in his moral spine. Have we any other 
business before us?” 

Brother Pierce’s little eyes snapped, aiul the 
wrinkles in his forehead deepened angrily. 

Business ? ” he demanded. Yes, plenty of it. 
We’ve got to reduce expenses. We 're nigh onto 
^300 behind-hand this minute. Besides your liouse- 
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rent, you get $800 free an’ clear, — that is 38 
every week, an’ only you an’ your wife to keep out 
of it. Why, when I was your age, young man, and 
after that too, I was glad to get $6 a week.” 

"'I don’t think my salary is under discussion, 
Mr. Pierce—” 

Brother Pierce ! ” suggested Winch, in a half- 
chuckling undertone. 

Brother Pierce, then ! ” echoed Theron, im¬ 
patiently. ^^The Quarterly Conference and the 
Estimating Committee deal with that. The trus¬ 
tees have no more to do with it than the man in 
the moon.” 

‘^Come, come. Brother Ware,” put in Erastns 
Winch, ^'we mustn’t have no hard feelin’s. 
Brotherly love is what we ’re all lookin’ after. 
Brother Pierce’s meanin’ was n’t agin your drawin’ 
your full salary, every cent of it, only — only there 
are certain little things connected with the parson¬ 
age here that we feel you ought to bear. F’r in¬ 
stance, there ’s the new sidewalk we had to lay in 
front of the house here only a month ago. Of 
course, if the treasury was flush we would n’t say a 
word about it. An’ then there ’s the gas bill here. 
Seein’ as you get your rent for nothin’, it don’t 
seem much to ask that you should see to lightin’ 
the place yourself.” 

‘‘No, I don’t think that either is a proper 
charge upon me,” interposed Theron. “I decline 
to pay them.” 
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“We can have the gas shut off/’ reMKirke<l 
Brother Pierce, coldly. 

“As soon as you like,” responded the minister, 
sitting erect and tapping the carpet nervously with 
his foot. “ Only you must understand that 1 will 
take the whole matter to the Quarterly Confer¬ 
ence in July. I already see a good many other 
interesting questions about the financial manage¬ 
ment of this church which might be aj)proi)riately 
discussed there,” 

“ Oh, come, Brother Ware 1 ” broke in 'rrustee 
Winch, with a somewhat agitated assumption of 
good-feeling. “ Surely these are matters we ought 
to settle amongst ourselves. We never yet ahke<! 
outsiders to meddle with our business here. It 
our motto, Brother Ware. I say, if you h'e got a 
motto, stand by it.” 

‘‘Well, my motto,” said Theron, “is to be be¬ 
haved decently to by those with whom I liave to 
deal; and I also propose to stand by it.” 

Brother Pierce rose gingerly to his feet, wttfi 
the hesitation of an old man not sure alHUit hia 
knees. When he had straightened himself he [nit 
on his hat, and eyed the minister sternly from 
beneath its brim. 

“The Lord gives us crosses grievous to our 
natur’,” he said, “an' we're toUl to bear ’em 
cheerfully as long as they 're on our backs ; !mt 
there ain’t nothin’ said agin our unloadin' 'em 
in the ditch the minute we git the chance, f 
52 




THB: DAMNATtON OF TIIKRON WARE 


guess you won’t last here more ’n a twelve- 
month.” 

ile puUeti his soft anti tliscolored oUl hat down 
over his brows with a significantly hostile nod, 
and, turning, stumped toward the hall-door without 
ofTering to shake hands. 

I'he other trustees luui risen likewise, in tacit 
recognition that the ine<‘ting was over* Winch 
claspcil the minister’s Imnd in his own broad, 
hanl palm, and Htjiu'ezed it in an exuberant grip. 
** Don’t mind his little ways, Brother Ware,” he 
urg:*d in a loud, uuetiums whisper, with a grin¬ 
ning backwartl nod : he’s a trifle .skittish stune- 
times when you dtin’t give' him free rein ; but 
he’s all wool an’ a yanl with* wlnm it cauues to 
right-down hard pan religiim. My love to Sistt^r 
Ware ; ” ami lie followed the senltw truslre into 
till* hall. 

Mr. (k)rringc had been tying up his bouks atul 
pi|H*rs, Ile came now witli the Imlky parcel 
umicr his arm, and his hat aiui sti<‘k in the otluT 
liaml. ih^ could give little lint his thuml» to 
'rheron to shake. If is fate* wore a grave cKpr<*s- 
sion, ami not a line rclaKtsl as, catelnng the 
minister’s look, he skiwly (sivcred his k-ft eye in a 
iicliberate wink. 

Well?and Innv did it go off?” asked Alk c, 
from where she knelt l»y the oven dour, a few 
mitiutes later. 
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For answer, Theron threw himself wearily into 
the big old farm rocking-chair on the other side of 
the stove, and shook his head with a lengthened 
sigh. 

“ If it was n’t for that man Gorringe of yours,” 
he said dejectedly, think I should feel like 
going off—and learning a trade.” 
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CHAPTER IV 


On* the following Simday, young Mrs. Ware 
sat alone in the preacher's pew through the 
morning service, anti everylKnly luuetl that the 
roses had been taken from her bonnet. h\ the 
evening she was absent, anti after the tk)xt)U)gy 
anti benediction several pea|>le, under the pretence 
of solicitiule for her health, tried to pump her 
husband as to the reason. He answered their 
incpiiries civilly enough, hut with brevity: she hatl 
stayed at home !)ecause she did not feel like com¬ 
ing out, — this and nothing more. 

I'he congregation dispersetl under a gossip¬ 
laden cloud of consciousness that there must !)e 
sometliing queer al)out Sister Ware. 'riu*re was 
a tolerably general agreement, however, that the 
two sermons of the day had lieen excellent. Not 
even Le^ren Fierc'c's railing commentary on the 
pastor’s introduction of an outlandisli word like 
epitonu* ™ elearly f >rlndtlen by tlu* Discipline's 
injunction to plain language understood of tlie 
people — availed to sap the satisfaction of the 
majority. 

Theron himself comprehemletl that Im had 
ideased the bulk of his auditors; the knowk'dge 
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left him curiously hot and cold. On the one hand, 
there was joy in the apparent prospect that the 
congregation would back him up in a stand against 
the trustees, if worst came to worst. But, on the 
other, the bonnet episode entered his soul. It 
had been a source of bitter humiliation to him to 
see his wife sitting there beneath the pulpit, shorn 
by despotic order of the adornments natural to her 
pretty head. But he had even greater pain in 
contemplating the effect it had produced upon 
Alice herself. She had said not a word on the 
subject, but her every glance and gesture seemed 
to him eloquent of deep feeling about it. He 
made sure that she blamed him for having de¬ 
fended his own gas and sidewalk rights with 
successful vigor, but permitted the sacrifice of her 
poor little inoffensive roses without a protest. In 
this view of the matter, indeed, he blamed himself. 
Was it too late to make the error good? He 
ventured a hint on this Sunday evening, when he 
returned to the parsonage and found her reading 
an old weekly newspaper by the light of the 
kitchen lamp, to the effect that he fancied there 
would be no great danger in putting those roses 
back into her bonnet. Without lifting her eyes 
from the paper, she answered that she had no 
earthly desire to wear roses in her bonnet, and 
went on with her reading. 

At breakfast next morning Theron found him¬ 
self in command of an unusual fund of humorous 
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good spirits, and was at pains to make the most 
of it, passing whimsit'al comments on subjects 
which the opening tlay suggested, recalling cj[uaint 
aiui comit'al memories of the past, and striving his 
best to fi>rce Ali<'e into a Luiglu Formerly her 
merry temper had always ignited at the merest 
spark of gayety. Now slie gave his jokes only 
a dutiful half-smile, anti utteretl scarcely a w-ord in 
response to his running fire of talk, W'hen the 
meal was finished, sire went silently to work to 
clear away the disht^s. 

lliertm turned over in his miml the project 
of tjffiaing to hel|> Iier, as he had done so often in 
tlujse dear oUl days wiien they laughingly began life 
together. Something tlecided this project in the 
negative ft»r liim, anti after a few lingering uumHUUs 
he put tm his hat ami went out for a walk. 

NtJt even the most dt>leful and trying hour of 
his hitter experience in Tyre hmi depressed him 
like this. l,fHiking lut*k uptm tliose past troubles, 

he persnatletl hiiUHelf that lie had borne them all 
with a light aiul ciiriufal heart, simply because 
Alic'c had been one with him in every ihonght and 
emutum. How perfect, Imhv Meally complete, 
their sympatliy had always been 1 With wliat 
absolute unity <if miml and soul they had walked 
tiiat tiifficailt path ttigether 1 And uow — henee- 
fiirth ~ was it tt» be diiferent? 'Hu* mere sugges¬ 
tion uf sucii a thing clulknl hb veins. He s.uil 
aloud to hinwclf us he walked tliat life w^ould l>e 
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an intolerable curse if Alice were to cease sharing 
it with him in every conceivable phase. 

He had made his way out of the town, and 
tramped along the country hill-road for a consider¬ 
able distance, before a merciful light began to 
lessen the shadows in the picture of gloom with 
which his mind tortured itself. All at once he 
stopped short, lifted his head, and looked about 
him. The broad valley lay warm and tranquil in 
the May sunshine at his feet. In the thicket up 
the side-hill above him a gray squirrel was chatter¬ 
ing shrilly, and the birds sang in tireless choral 
confusion. Theron smiled, and drew a long breath. 
The gay clamor of the woodland songsters, the 
placid radiance of the landscape, were suddenly 
taken in and made a part of his new mood. He 
listened, smiled once more, and then started in a 
leisurely way back toward Octavius. 

How could he have been so ridiculous as to 
fancy that Alice — his Alice — iuul been changtHl 
into some one else? He marvelled now at his tnvn 
perverse folly. She was overworked, tired out, 
— that was all. The task of moving in, of selling 
the new household to rights, had been too mm h 
for her. She must have a rest. They must get in 
a hired girl. 

Once this decision about a servant fixed itself 
in the young minister’s mind, it drove out the 
last vestige of discomfort. He strexle along now 
in great content, revolving idly a dozen different 
5 ^ 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


plans for gilding and beautifying this new life of 
leisure into which his sanguine thoughts projected 
Alice. One of these particularly pleased him, and 
waxed in definiteness as he turned it over and 
over. He would get another piano for her, in 
place of that which had been sacrificed in Tyre. 
That beneficent modern invention, the instalment 
plan, made this quite feasible, — so easy, in fact, 
that it almost seemed as if he should find his wife 
playing on the new instrument when he got home. 
He would stop in at the music store and see about 
it that very day. 

Of course, now that these important resolutions 
had been taken, it would be a good thing if he 
could do something to bring in some extra money. 
This was by no means a new notion. He had 
mused over the possibility in a formless way ever 
since that memorable discovery of indebtedness in 
Tyre, and had long ago recognized the hopeless¬ 
ness of endeavor in every channel save that of 
literature. Latterly his fancy had been stimulated 
by reading an account of the profits which Canon 
Farrar had derived from his Life of Christ.’’ If 
such a book could command such a bewildering 
multitude of readers, Theron felt that there ought 
to be a chance for him. So clear did constant 
rumination render this assumption that the young 
pastor in time had come to regard this prospective 
book of his as a substantial asset, which could be 
realized without trouble whenever he got around 
to it. 59 
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He had not, it is true, gone to the length of 
seriously considering what should be the subject t 

of his book. That had not seemed to him to j 

matter much, so long as it was scriptural. Famili- 1 

arity with the process of extracting a fixed amount ; 

of spiritual and intellectual meat from any casual i 

text, week after week, had given him an idea that ] 

any one of many subjects would do, when the ] 

time came for him to make a choice. He realized i 

now that the time for a selection had arrived, and i 

almost simultaneously found himself with a ready- t 

made decision in his mind. The book should be 

about Abraham ! i 

Theron Ware was extremely interested in the < 

mechanism of his own brain, and followed its t 

workings with a lively curiosity. Nothing could \ 

be more remarkable, he thought, than to thus f 

discover that, on the instant of his formulating a f 

desire to know what he should write upon, lo, and \ 

behold ! there his mind, quite on its own initiative, c 

had the answer waiting for him ! When he had y 

gone a little further, and the powerful range of t 

possibilities in the son’s revolt against the idolatry c 

of his father, the image-maker, in the exodus from c 

the unholy city of Ur, and in the influence of the ^ 

new nomadic life upon the little deistic family s 

group, had begun to unfold itself before him, he 

felt that the hand of Providence was plainly dis- y 

cernible in the matter. The book was to be i 

blessed from its very inception. ^ 
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Walking homeward briskly now, with his eyes 
on the sidewalk and his mind all aglow with crowd¬ 
ing suggestions for the new work, and impatience 
to be at it, he came abruptly upon a group of men 
and boys who occupied the whole path, and were 
moving forward so noiselessly that he had not 
heard them coming. He almost ran into the 
leader of this little procession, and began a stam¬ 
mering apology, the final words of which were left 
unspoken, so solemnly heedless of him and his 
talk were all the faces he saw. 

In the centre of the group were four working¬ 
men, bearing between them an extemporized litter 
of two poles and a blanket hastily secured across 
them with spikes. Most of what this litter held 
was covered by another blanket, rounded in coarse 
folds over a shapeless bulk. From beneath its 
farther end protruded a big broom-like black 
beard, thrown upward at such an angle as to hide 
everything beyond to those in front. The tall 
young minister, stepping aside and standing tip¬ 
toe, could see sloping downward behind this hedge 
of beard a pinched and chalk-like face, with wide- 
open, staring eyes. Its lips, of a dull lilac hue, 
were moving ceaselessly, and made a dry, clicking 
sound. 

Theron instinctively joined himself to those 
who followed the litter, — a motley dozen of street 
idlers, chiefly boys. One of these in whispers 
explained to him that the man was one of Jerry 
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Madden's workmen in the wagon-shops, who had 
been deployed to trim an elm-tree in front of his 
employer’s house, and, being unused to such work, 
had fallen from the top and broken all his bones. 
They would have cared for him at Madden’s 
house, but he had insisted upon being taken home. 
His name was MacEvoy, and he was Joey Mac- 
Evoy’s father, and likewise Jim’s and Hughey’s 
and Martin’s. After a pause the lad, a bright¬ 
eyed, freckled, barefooted wee Irishman, volun¬ 
teered the further information that his big brother 
had run to bring Father Forbess,” on the chance 
that he might be in time to administer “extry 
munction.” 

The way of the silent little procession led 
through back streets — where women hanging up 
clothes in the yards hurried to the gates, their 
aprons full of clothes-pins, to stare open-mouthed 
at the passers-by — and came to a halt at last in 
an irregular and muddy lane, before one of a half 
dozen shanties reared among the ash-heaps and 
debris of the town’s most bedraggled outskirts. 

A stout, middle-aged, red-armed woman, already 
warned by some messenger of calamity, stood 
waiting on the roadside bank. There were whim¬ 
pering children clinging to her skirts, and a sur¬ 
rounding cluster of women of the neighborhood, 
some of the more elderly of whom, shrivelled little 
crones in tidy caps, and with their aprons to their 
eyes, were beginning in a low-murmured minor 
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the wail which presently should rise into the 
keen of death. Mrs. Mac!«Ivoy herself made no 
moan, and her l)road ruddy face was stern in ex¬ 
pression rather than sorrowful. When the litter 
stopped beside her, she laitl a hand fur an instant 
her husband's wet bianv, ami looke<l — one 
could have sworn impassively — iutt) his staring 
eyes. Then, still without a word, she waved the 
l>earers toward tlie door, and led tlie way herself. 

1‘heron, somewhat wonderingly, found himself, 
a minute later, inside a <lark and ilbsmelliug ixunn, 
tile air of which was hiunid witli the steam from a 
boiler of clothes on the stove, and not in other 
ways improved by the presence of a jostling score 
of women, all straiiung their gaze upon the open 
door of the only other apartment, — the bed- 
ciiamber. Through this they couUl sec the wt)rk“ 
men laying MarJCvoy on the IhhI, and staiuUiig 
awkwardly about tliereafter, getting in the way of 
the wife and old Maggie C,)uirk as tlu'y strtjve to 
reuuwe tlu? garments from his cruslietl limbs. As 
t!u‘ neighbiirs watelu-d what etnild be seen i4' 
these prijceeilings, they whisperetl among them¬ 
selves euUtgies of t!u* iujtired inatds indtistry ami 
giKHl temper, his habit of bringing his money home 
to his wife, ami tin* way lie kept his Father Ma¬ 
thew pledge ami atteudetl to his religions duties, 
I’hey ailmitteii fiecdy tiiat, by the light of his ex¬ 
ample, their own husbaiuls ami Hi>ns left mm*h tti 
be desired, and frotn this wamiered easily off into 
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domestic digressions of their own. But all the 
while their eyes were bent upon the bedroom 
door; and Theron made out, after he had grown 
accustomed to the gloom and the smell, that many 
of them were telling their beads even while they 
kept the muttered conversation alive. None of 
them paid any attention to- him, or seemed to 
regard his presence there as unusual. 

Presently he saw enter through the sunlit street 
doorway a person of a different class. The bright 
light shone for a passing instant upon a fashion¬ 
able, flowered hat, and upon some remarkably 
brilliant shade of red hair beneath it. In another 
moment there had edged along through the throng, 
to almost within touch of him, a tall young woman, 
the owner of this hat and wonderful hair. She 
was clad in light and pleasing spring attire, and 
carried a parasol with a long oxidized silver handle 
of a quaint pattern. She looked at him, and he 
saw that her face was of a lengthened oval, with 
a luminous rose-tinted skin, full red lips, and big 
brown, frank eyes with heavy auburn lashes. She 
made a grave little inclination of her head toward 
him, and he bowed in response. Since her arrival, 
he noted, the chattering of the others had entirely 
ceased. 

I followed the others in, in the hope that I 
might be of some assistance,” he ventured to ex¬ 
plain to her in a low murmur, feeling that at last 
here was some one to whom an explanation of his 
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presence in this Runiish house was due. I hope 
they vvonT led that I iuivc iutrudetl.” 

She nutUlctl her heatl as if she cpiite understood. 
^‘They’ll take the will fur the ileed,” she whis¬ 
pered back. Father I’urhes will be here iu a 
minute. Do you know Ls it too late?” 

Even as si\e spoke, tlio oiUrr doorway was 
darkenetl by the commanding bulk of a new¬ 
comer’s figure. I'he Hash of a silk hat» and the 
deferential way in which the assembled neighbors 
fell back to clear a passage, made Ids identity clear. 
1‘heron felt his blood tingle in an unaccustomeil 
way as tins |uirst of a strange church advanced 
across the room, — a bruatbshouklered, iK>rtly man 
of more than midillc height, with a shapely, strong- 
linetl face tjf almost waxen palh^r, and a firm, com¬ 
manding trea<L He carried in Ids hamls, besides 
his hat, a small Iealherd)ounil case. 'Vo this and 
tt) idm tlic women euurtesieil and b^wctl their 
I'leatis as lie pasnetl. 

Come with me,” wldspereil the tall girl with 
the parasol to dluatm ; ami he finind himself push¬ 
ing along in hrr wake umil they iutercepteii the 
priest just outsitle tiu’ bedrtnmi door. She touchetl 
Fath{*r hVabt^i im the arm, 

**Just to trll yuu that I am herc‘,” she said, 
llie priest nodded with a grave laee, and passetl 
into the other room. In a minute or two the 
workmen, Mrs. Mai:Kvoy, and her helper came 
out, and the door was shut behind thetn. 
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is making his confession,” explained the 
young lady. Stay here for a minute.” 

She moved over to where the woman of the 
house stood, glum-faced and tearless, and whis¬ 
pered something to her. A confused movement 
among the crowd followed, and out of it presently 
resulted a small table, covered with a white cloth, 
and bearing on it two unlighted candles, a basin 
of water, and a spoon, which was brought forward 
and placed in readiness before the closed door. 
Some of those nearest this cleared space were 
kneeling now, and murmuring a low buzz of prayer 
to the click of beads on their rosaries. 

The door opened, and Theron saw the priest 
standing in the doorway with an uplifted hand. 
He wore now a surplice, with a purple band over 
his shoulders, and on his pale face there shone a 
tranquil and tender light. 

One of the workmen fetched from the stove a 
brand, lighted the two candles, and bore the table 
with its contents into the bedroom. The young 
woman plucked Theron’s sleeve, and he dumbly 
followed her into the chamber of death, making 
one of the group of a dozen, headed by Mrs. 
MacEvoy and her children, which filled the little 
room, and overflowed now outward to the street 
door. He found himself bowing with the others 
to receive the sprinkled holy water from the priest’s 
white fingers; kneeling with the others for the 
prayers; following in impressed silence with the 
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Others the strange ceremonial by which the priest 
traced crossces uf holy oil with his thumb upon 
t!u‘ eyes, ears, nostrils, lips, hands, and feet of the 
dying man, wiping off the oil with a pit'ce of 
cotton* batting eat^li time after he had repeated 
the iiiViKaition to furgUamess for that particular 
sense. But most of all he was inove<l by the rich, 
iu>vel sound of the Latin as the priest rulletl it 
fiuth in tlie *'l.v/e/xaw //jc, anil .]/i,\Y/Yd/ur 

tYsM with its soft Continental 

vowels and litpiid r's. It seemed to him that he 
hail never really heanl Latin before. Then the 
aHtuiudiing young w^nnan with the red hair de¬ 
claimed the CiOi/Z/Ci?/’, vigorously and with a reso¬ 
nant distinctness of cnum iatiom It was a ditTerent 
Latin, harslter and more sonorous; and wliile it 
still dominated the murmured undertone of the 
otherN prayers, the last moment <*atne. 

Iberon h;ul stood face to face with ileath at 
tnarty otluT tiedsides; no other final scene had 
stirred him like this. It must liave been the girl’s 
latiu rbant, with its iTmging reiteration of the 
great names, ™JZ/c/n/f'/c/// Arrhafij^dum, 
iYtiium JiHifinrm v<///r/er 

iVirum fi i\tuium, invuketl with such proud 
confnlenre in this Sipialitl little shanty, which so 
strangely aiTetaeil turn. 

He came out with the otliers at last, — the 
caudles ami the foldeil hamis over the crueinx 
left lK*hind,~and walked as one in a dream. 
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Even by the time that he had gained the' iititer 
doorway, and stood blinking at the !»right ligiit 
and filling his lungs with honest air tuire nh»rc% 
it had begun to seem incredible to him timt he 
had seen and done all this. 
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Wiiti.E Ware iiim <n\ the 

tlireiigii a rtiimite «f thriiiie.HH ntusing, the puc'st 
ami the girl raine init, uiui, suumwhat iu hR cun« 
tii*af>rg liiaiii* liim atw u( ihnr party. Ik tVIt 
liiiiiHrlf IliiHiiiiig iiiicler the iclra that they wtmhl 
tliink hr liait waitftl Ihr them — wan thrunting 
liifiiirlt up*til thrill. The matitm prenupted him 
ikt Iniw tn.'adlv in rrs|H.jnHr |ti Father 

ml *'I AM rl.id l%i mrrt yuu, nir,” aiul Im 
tin! hr»| h-md. 

** I i|rt»|»pr-ii in hv tlir tiir iiu'tr>a a» « idrlit/’ 
llirroii intu, thrm lirmgmg the |i*tr»r 

III.Ill lintiir, ait4 ■■ and «|nrlr witfiuut tlunking, i 
uhrXi'd titr itii|.at!>r t«» them in, and thd u‘t 

ri*.di/r ■ 

Hr *aMp|ird ‘.hurt, aniiHVrd liy the rrtlrtairm 
ilia! ifii’i wa,*i bin Hn-imd aptdogy. *l'hr girl ntmird 
pl.H'idIv al him, ihr whilr dir pnt up her parantil. 

"* U did mr guod to mv y»»ti ihrrr/’ dir said, 
«|uiir a-i it'shr had kn*avn him all hrr litr. **Aiid 

it tiid till* rr-a id UH." 

Faihrr Fi.»r!*r*i prrmiiirtl lum^rlt’ a ’inft little 
i liiii kh% afipruv'ing railirr than mirtliiul, ami 
pallrd hrr on llir *4lMiihh*r wuh thr atr of hoing 
fifty yran hrr senior itisirad of fjitrrm Ti> tlm 
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minister’s relief^ he ehan^i'ii ihv i 4 * ilw 

three started together tinvarti the loul. 

^^Then, again, no dtH'tor «,!*>. vi-iii 1-1 ■ " |i« 
exclaimed, as if icHumiuK a lAmilui i wuh 

the girl. Then he turned Ui 'i'Uru^n. I d-ur 
say you have no such truuble ; but widi mus 
people it is very vexing, IVy * aU m 4 

physician, but hurry uiF Ih^i na ilw 
I don’t know that it is aluigrih^r av,*i4 d-. 
bills, but it amounts to that m riir* 1 . m « .t*t ,,- 
in this case it made nc» tUiirreiit'r , bui I r,.:**- d,a4 
to make it a rule not to gt) otit ai lUKht uiur%’, lUry 
bring me a physician’s rartl witfi lie* a.v.ui.oii - 
it is a genuine alTair. Why, imiy Ua I 

routed up after midnight, and brM‘ 4 ^;lii mu oi 
mud and pelting rain u|i unr of cl^'’ u-'^ .tfrrS i 
on the hillside there, simply bet .lUv* a im 
who was kiced too tight had i.oiitrd .-t a 4ui. r, 

I s]ippe<l and h‘ll into a poddb* m ih-- v.^ 

ruined a new ovaavt)at, and dirn. :;--d t * d-- 

skin; and when i arrived the got hi'l t..-* ... .i.-d 
and was dancing awayagam. tisuSrrn d* d;-- d,-; ■;!, 
It was tlien that 1 made ihr tnk. I h-'- 'p-, Mi, 
Ware, that (kdaviuH k pi*«iuimg a pl'.e..aa. :i»i 
pression upon you so far/*' 

I scarcely know )ri/’ arravrrrd 1 >,r 

genial talk of the pneai, %%aU a.i whiura* .a .uiri 

dote, had in truth fnei-^rtl <Hcr |ii-» |irj.d, !l;-i 

mind still had room fbr noihmg hut ih.it iiMirl 
death-bed scene, with the winged lapuiii of ihr 
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angelic host, the Baptist, the glorified Fisherman, 
and the Preacher, all being summoned down in 
the pomp of liturgical Latin to help MacEvoy to 
die. If you don’t mind my saying so,” he added 
hesitatingly, ''what I have just seen in there dzd 
make a very powerful impression upon me.” 

" It is a very ancient ceremony,” said the 
priest; " probably Persian, like the baptismal form, 
although, for that matter, we can never dig deep 
enough for the roots of these things. They all 
turn up Turanian if we probe far enough. Our 
ways separate here, I’m afraid. I am delighted 
to have made your acquaintance, Mr. Ware. Pray 
look in upon me, if you can as well as not. We 
are near neighbors, you know.” 

Father Forbes had shaken hands, and moved 
off up another street some distance, before the 
voice of the girl recalled Theron to himself. 

" Of course you knew him by name,” she was say¬ 
ing, " and he knew you by sight, and had talked of 
you; but my poor inferior sex has to be introduced. 
I am Celia Madden. My father has the wagon- 
shops, and I — I play the organ at the church.” 

"I — I am delighted to make your acquaint¬ 
ance,” said Theron, conscious as he spoke that he 
had slavishly echoed the formula of the priest. 
He could think of nothing better to add than, 
" Unfortunately, we have no organ in our church.” 

The girl laughed, as they resumed their walk 
down the street. " I ’ra afraid I could n’t under- 
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take two/’ she said, aiul ag/iiiu Alum 

she spoke more seriously. “‘i’lKii rrinin^in nvi^i 
have interested you a gocHl tlc.d, nrvrf 
seen it before. I saw that k was all iirw i** 
and so I made bold to take y^m iiiitli r my 
so to speak.” 

''You were very kind/’ sahi tfu' yrMing iiyrii*.irr, 
"It was really a great expcrientr iiir. \l,i\ 
may I ask, is it a part of yuur if. -nm ifi^. 
church, I mean, to attend these la t •' 

"Mercy, no!” replied the gnl, -.pinani- ilir 
parasol on her shoulder and smihiut Vur 
"No; it was only because Mari'a.»v m|’ 

our workmen, and really came In hi.»!.-i!h !i 

father sending him up tu trim a tirr, \:ui '\! 

Kvoy will never forgive m that, tlir hai. - a ,i >4 j,. 
lives. Did you notice her? Shr %|»r. 

to me. After you came tmt, I turd i,. frll 
that we would look out lor her and ii‘r * h,ldo ii , 
but all she would say to me was; * W ia.iI wm iI I 
a wheelwright, an’ him the falliet nd a imalv, hr 
doin’ up a tree ? ’ ” 

They had come nmv upon the m.un “.fi.-i-i ,4' 
the village, with its ihumnw m lrw.dk 
by a lofty canopy of elm-lioUKlcn ||-ir, Vml 
space of a block, was cnnrnui.urd ,n* b tddni:.4i 
able elegance of mansiims mil Mfr^m.-nr.iJ |.,wiri 
as Octavius had to ull'rr; and n wi. 
with the irrcgularitysodurattrri.iii ur»>nr t-ab-v, 
civilization. Two or three of .nivnrd 
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iiiil,iH.|c'lic*d (fmii lilt* c;irlirr days* |iriiu, tlrrunuH 
tMr'Ii with its tH'iiuv aiul UHvt‘r 

wiiig:H, ratii willi iu unv t»t' lliUrA 
iiiK iiasHtr.il tritif uf' a |»ta//a across its vvltult* 
inmit each vying with the others in the whitetusss 
€if ihiisr wiiuileri walk efivi-lt»|»ing its bright gUTii 
bliinis. line hail lu look tnaa* fhckri ibiuvs to 
srr lltrM* itinisrs, aiitl ill ihhitg so isinght the 
liiiliMri lli.il ihrv thus lailcsl ihriiistives otf in Ftule 
al. In- mg abli: lo rriiirtnhrr beiArr ihc raiho.tti 
In ihc Village, tar the wagoil avork-H were 
of. 

lli»‘ la'igh!Hiring |*riJ|ratlirH tlie frfires 
hail brc'ii 'r.o-ia awav, that t»iu* might strtill 
ile'^ siih'wail sliaighl a* ru'.» the wrll Ummual 
swai«| III ■any our mI' a ih^'O-n rl.4Haat*-iv uuMhan 
<h». 4 w..iys. ot" tim le-aTruM^’., ihu-* n.mkiy 

|iruilrf'iiig lVifai4'.lii|f lu ihr F-toarhy, were ut* 
WMt«l inmiril m Ar.ilr* am! »i*tshy r«sls, with !atlg-> 

tug wiiniMWi wiu« h m.ak-ai ihr nati^f* vrarmiig 

Un' thf” ui«s|.|4'vah au»l shiHgi»-'» ilrtt ■■aiu%«’ t»» Ihi 
aituimlr*! Iiles, t Hhri a Fnanirr, le-.-i inetf’ii' 
lioU'i sort ■ wrrr m|' bih k or stone, witli iriaa-aaitta 
niMlllibligi srt mill Ilia walls, ami With teal slates 
fuvrimg th«* riol **i' iniieli ami |*eaks aiitl tluriner 

|irr|it|iMlrs iivet in”a«L 

C‘rlia .MatMen a-.f|i|rs| m itMut ut' the largi-a 
aii4 lipea iiiiiHiitanl iMuhiUg o| ihese n»*w rtlnh e-., 
iiipl -hauh tie#!4iiig oiit her hamM **llcr€ I am, 
iifp'c iiiiiir* ihiu4 ■iiioriiing, Ml. Ware/* 
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Theron hoped that his manner did not betray 
the flash of surprise he felt in discovering that his 
new acquaintance lived in the biggest house in 
Octavius. He remembered now that some one 
had pointed it out as the abode of the owner of 
the wagon factories; but it had not occurred to 
him before to associate this girl with that village 
magnate. It was stupid of him, of course, because 
she had herself mentioned her father. He looked 
at her again with an awkward smile, as he formally 
shook the gloved hand she gave him, and lifted 
his soft hat. The strong noon sunlight,; forcing its 
way down between the elms, and beating upon 
her parasol of lace-edged, creamy silk, made a halo 
about her hair and face at once brilliant and 
tender. He had not seen before how beautiful 
she was. She nodded in recognition of his salute, 
and moved up the lawn walk, spinning the sunshade 
on her shoulder. 

Though the parsonage was only three blocks 
away, the young minister had time to think about 
a good many things before he reached home. 

First of all, he had to revise in part the arrange¬ 
ment of his notions about the Irish. Save for an 
occasional isolated and taciturn figure among the 
nomadic portion of the hired help in the farm 
country, Theron had scarcely ever spoken to a 
person of this curiously alien race before. He 
remembered now that there had been some dozen 
or more Irish families in Tyre, quartered in the 
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■otiirikirtH atiiiiiig tlir hrirkvarils, hut hv had never 
riuue ill etuitael with aiiv at' them, tir given io tlieir 
even a iKisniiig tiuMight. St> far as per» 
stiiial ari|ii;iimaiii*'e went, the Irish had been to 
litiii tifily a 

Hut wltal a siiii*iter and repellent, name! His 
views tni this general snl)|c*c*t were merely tlmse 
emiiintiri Fi his eummnnhtn ami his envirumneiit. 
Ur itiuk it ibr granteti, tbr example, tlvat in the 
Urge tilies of the |HWTrtv aiul all the dniuk« 

rnnrss, c*riitie, and I'lolitieal tsirruplion were due 
lu ihf’ pf'iveo»e pujhht's of tins foreign peiiple,— 
a« i riim.iirii and emptiasi/ed in every evil 
diiri lifiu hv the hslrful i!ii!ii-'’n<'e of a false nml 
idMliin ill, It is haidiv ton mmdi to say that 

hr had n«wf*r fui* onuterrd a th .'.ruling ojnnion tui 
till'* poiiii, lie. hovhood had bri'U spent in tlm.se 
hitler days wtieii siu vd, pialitnst!, :uul hUiod preiu- 
dus". Were fused at wbiie hr.it in the pnhlie erueihle 
logrihrr. Wlirn he wauit to ih«' (dmrsli Smuinarv, 
it was a iiiaUer of eourse that rvi^rv memher of the 
fatality was a Kepuhliean, an«l tliat everv one of Iuh 
t lassuiairs !i>id fomi' foun a Repuhlitsin liousetudd, 
Wlirii, lairr tin, fie enfered the ministry, the rule 
w*as still itiereduhais of r3ct“rpti«inH, ()ne might as 
welt tiavi^ looketl in the Nhnlahma roiRerenee for 
a tlivergriu'e of opinion on the ‘l‘rinitv as fir a 
<tll'ie|ent"r ifi pohlii. .4! eoiivit lion. Intlefsi, even 
among the lailv, dlirron 1 ouitl not feed ?-»ure that 
lie had ever known a I Runoerat } that i.s^ at all 
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closely. He understood very little ih.’iiu-.s, 

it is true. If he had been thiu'U mu^ a s rann, 
and forced to attempt an e\[Ha!i.iEiuu lU lUis Ur 
mendous partisan unanimity in uhu h hr h id 4 
share, he would probably have hrsi mfitu aud ilie 
War, — the last shuts of whieh were liird luulr hr 
was still in petticoats, (‘ertainly ht-» I.-.! 

however, would have been that the wnr 

the other side. 

He had never before had orraMou it 
even in his own thoui'his, {lu^» f iu' .iu I 

religious aversion in whk'h he lud b«- . u I4 *4- 11 

rose now suddenly in frtmt of him» a * l;r i ura. jrd 
from patch to patch of snnhi^lu nuTi-t ilr* » hss*., 
like some huge, shadowy, ami ?»ya 4 nns« 4! lu.-on 
ment. He looked at it with vvMn 4 * nnv; .-av, 

as at something he had he ard ol 4il la-. h-.t 

never seen before, — an aMaatmt e.* ?.:44 ’ 

The foundations ttpon whnh it* »! :L \>n:,. ;-ai. | 
itself were ignoranrt*, squalur, , .ui I *. i, 

Pigs wallowed in the mire brhar n . hi,*, .uul 
burrowing into this b:tsr were a myia.ul l i o-.a a 
doors, each bearing the Imteful ei 4 
and giving f<>rth (utm its recev^-. ri thr 

sounds of screams and eurirs. At**or urfr ulp 
tured rows of lowering, ;q#e bke Im ^h itMiii N .i .f\ 
and Iveppler s carte h uvs, .uid tiiu mI ihr^r 'i|*t4?‘.g 
into the vague upper ghienn, un thr 
lamp-posts from w'hieh t^rgriiea teiog by ihr nr, I, 
and on the other gibbets fur ilyiiaiiuicr^ and i^tidly 
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; aiul lictwecii tlie two gluwtH.l a spec- 

iral |n«‘liirc tif stiiiit! til.u'k riilHnl, tuusitretl men. 
Willi Irrriiig tiat.iiik: fiuisk-H, in,iking a bi'itifu'c uf 
ihi* llilile ill the pulilit: .si-I u-h iLs. 

'Tlieraii 5|..iri-ti ihi^ pluiiEism luiitl in tlie fare, 
,iii4 rrriigiitficti il kir a very tylnahle rmlkHliuient 
ill what he hail herrUjfurc ’-iniipuNnl he thtiught 
ahtiiil ilie lri>lL For an inalaui, the night of it 
'iiiaik liiin nluv'er, ;w if the iHiumy May had of u 
iiititlini Ii|i.wh 1 into bleak Pcoeiiiber, ‘Fhcn he 
giiiilinl. aitil lilt* lud vision went otf intii ?i|>are. 
He n.i.v Ui'.ie.id Ikiilier IdniieH, m the white and 
piiipls' vr .rsi-indma by pui^r MaelCvtiyhs 
brdad'% a ail hi* elu.rllsnh luiuiniinn, nplifietl 
tii-r, .Hid he lir.iid tnily the pinml, tamitdeiU 
rliugmg «»f file girr’* oa n.d, 

Sfaium 

ri /il :'#/«'#1 ■ rm f ii/ii / •-<-like ntroki'H on a 
giral re-.i»ii,mt alnui belk alliuied for the iie.iring 
■ill iiravrn. He e.inghl hinrieii tin the very veige 
of that heaven tana li-ave hrartl, 

d'lirn he nniiietl again, and Ind the matter a^dde, 
Willi a fenling adimv>iiiu that it hail been nndiitibi’ 
rdiy |iii ltnrn«|iie and im|ire'eave, and that it had 
hern a valuable rx|)rrirnee Ui- Inm ni i»ce it. At 
lea'il the Irtnli, wall all ilirir lanlog munt liave a 
|l♦#elar nf.|aan eir llieV would not have tiuug aii telia- 
eitaidy to ilioae < inaoin amt amaent Ibrnri, He 
retailed having lirartl aomrivliete, iir reatl» it nught 
lie, that they were a |trii|4e nmrh given ty ^onga 
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and music. And the yi'iiin; i-uiv, t.h it \t iv h uid' 
some and friendlv' Mi-s-s M-iddrii. ii.ui s..hl hint th it 
she was a musician! He h.ul a «.« k, 

turning this over in hi.s mtiui. l»! .lU tdf 
doors which his choice «if .i <-afrer Js t l l. ft 
his pathway, no other h.iil Itti iinn ^ u h .> im,'!. t| 
fascination as tliat on wineit w i-, ihr iiji,- 

Orpheus. He knew not evni t.Hc .U.-Uiiu-; „( 
music, ami his conce[ttiotis i.| n. •, t.m 

but little beyond the U-a oi the Snuin 
had heard at Conferem c-.. yn ji.-u-- th.r 1.-ih^ 
longing for it rahsed on oee.ssiufi vu [> loutsm in 
his soul that more tlian oiu r hr had .y .i.-u.dly 
prayed against it as a tni!j't.iti..n, 

Dangerous though soiur i.i u-, teud.o;,in, . ;,{ 
be, there w-as no g-iiiivivim; tin- fi< t th. o i j ,f 


music was in the ni.im .in iii.unju,; u; 
an attiihute oi enUiv.uiiiu, li)^- i %v.t, ihe 
sweeter and more gentle tin ij. .Vu ! thi . 
him to musing up.m the odd , h.m, ^ ti^ o tio- tni, 
people of Oeiavitis who hid gi-ri, h,ui the 
notion of polLsh and inielte.md . I’t n. ti,r 
town should he Indi. The Ihe.u,:. n.u.i 

have been vastly siitjni .ed a hi , luo.o,, vn u.ul 
been at the greate.t |,.iui. t...» » n a u ,e .gm,. 
the usual thing to have ,Mei|...dia ,„i,.. a-, , ., ,, 1,1 
at Extreme ('rution. .\„d th- y.e„:,. « 

how gracefully, with vvh.it d-h. hid 

prehended his poMtitm .ui l r.d.h. d it ..1 ,di 0 , 
possible embarra.s.sinem-.! {s . H„fd to him ii,.vt 


7>i 
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mmt li;ivc tiicre in front i»f her lu>uu% 

thf v«*ry Iret* from whwix ilw iiiekless wheelwright 
h;ii| taiifii some hoius liefirc’ ; at\«l tlie fiet that she 
IluI forborne to it mit him ttnik form in 

tiiiiiil as an adtieti proisf of her refinement of 

ii.ilf.irr. 

T'lie mitltliy tliniier was a little more than ready 
when ‘I1iert.»n reatiieti luniu% and let himself in by 
the door. (In Memilays owing to the mois' 
tiiro .t,iid '‘rhiuer ** of the weekly washing iti tlie 
kiteheiu the table was laid in tlie sitttng-rootn* aiul 
;e; hr eiilrii'd fnmi the hail the partner of his joys 
liiisdrrl ill bv ifjr uther th.»or, bearing die steaming 
plailer <‘f eorutsl Issbinipluitt <‘abbagfN, aiuI 
earn til, walh aiin-H !*atrd tis ilif' rlb^iws, and a nsl 
f.ir'e. Il gave Inin ro-af etnnlort, !iowrver» U\ instt* 
ihal lliere wrir no of die uiormtig's slispleas- 
tire remaining on tlii's fare ; and he immtsliaielv 
'I-* I agon dro'»e inlrunpns'l projrets tsi 
he* th*' InaiiM .lud the hitrd gid. 

■** Wrll! I M 1*14 alsMiit Ir^.gin to ns hon that I 
was a wrlow/' said Ale a*, |iitU{iig down In-r fragrant 
bnrdem ’T'lifne wms smli an fdieious suggi-simn of 
propiliaiiuii in her itial d‘heron went aroimtl 
and kbisrd her. He iliteigltt <»f saving stameditng 
alMJiil kre|mig onl of the wa.v beean^e it was ** lllne 
Monday/* Init tiehi it loa k lest it simtdd sound like 
a refiroaeh. 

*” Writ, wiiat kind of a wMsIierwomantloes ////v one 
inrn mit l.»e ? *’ he askrt!, alter they weta* srair.sl. 
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and he had invoked a Mo-m.' and « 4 :. i ticun- 
vigorously into the nuMt. 

«0h, so-so,” repliiHl Ah* e ; .h.' ..Tur. i i 

particular, but slue 'suu»nal shuv. li I a n f a.n 4 
right over her, vve should it t h.o«‘ hi'*, in^ 
out till goodness knows when. An I * * a r * 
Irish!” 

‘^Well, what of Mh///'* a.Ia- I thr iue:* e--, ^u 4 i 
a fine uru'oncern, 

Alice looketl up from her luo,.- 

fork suspended in air. ** U uv. n 1: ov u t ' 
talking only the other il-iv oi wna! a. o. . i.mi 
none of our own pettplo wrnt *-4? h i -.hr 

said, ^'That WeUi wimi-tn we h»-.u 4 -i . --d 1 :;‘i 
come, after all; anil thrv ^*4. id o. • |,. ■ 
sumes drcadhdly upim the a* peunio, •, ‘ 4 

church member, you know. s» w - e ie-.-, ; r , ! ♦ 
fiill back on the Irr.h. And «-u n d- ■ d. • .. i 

tell their priest evervtluue de-v e.'l d 

there ds one (Hnufort, the v * m ' d d. * , ,1 

welcome, of course I '.rr i*: d: - d , idt o: > 
around in here/’ 

Theron smiled, “du.od sll n o*'.*: .d. 

their telling surli thin.;-, hi t!i»-n p'o-.’./' h-* ■..!.! ! 
with <*a.sy confidence. 

U'hy, you told me su " '.rp!..'4 .\d.« >\ 

briskly. ‘0\nd rve..uu4». » 5nid.-:c:.-| t..., 

they’re Inmnd to trl! -‘d;-;,; *u -sa • 

That’s wh.n gives tie' Oifd di^ i d-o. v;, d 4 
tremendous hold. Vuu 'vr -od n " 

H 1 
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It must have been by way of a figure of speech,” 
remarked Theron, not with entire directness. 

Women are great hands to separate one’s obser¬ 
vations from their context, and so give them mean¬ 
ings quite unintended. They are also great hands,” 
he added genially, or at least one of them is, 
at making the most delicious dumplings in the world. 
I believe these are the best even you ever made.” 

Alice was not unmindful of the compliment, but 
her thoughts were on other things. I should n’t 
like that woman’s priest, for example,” she said, to 
know that we had no piano.” 

But if he comes and stands outside our house 
every night and listens,—as of course he will,” 
said Theron, with mock gravity, '^it is only a 
question of time when he must reach that conclu¬ 
sion for himself. Our only chance, however, is that 
there are some sixteen hundred other houses for 
him to watch, so that he may not get around to us 
for quite a spell. Why, seriously, Alice, what on 
earth do you suppose Father Forbes knows or cares 
about our poor little affairs, or those of any other 
Protestant household in this whole village ? He has 
his work to do, just as I have mine, — only his is 
ten times as exacting in everything except sermons, 
— and you may be sure he is only too glad when 
it is over each day, without bothering about things 
that are none of his business,” 

All the same, I’m afraid of them,” said Alice, 
as if argument were exhausted. 

6 8i 



CHAPTER VI 

On the following morning young Mr. Ware anti¬ 
cipated events by inscribing in his diary for the 
day, immediately after breakfast, these remarks: 
“ Arranged about piano. Began work upon book.’* 

The date indeed deserved to be distinguished 
from its fellows. Theron was so conscious of its 
importance that he not only prophesied in the little 
moTOcco-bound diary which Alice had given him 
for Christmas, but returned after he had got out 
upon the front steps of the parsonage to have his 
hat brushed afresh by her. 

Wonders will never cease,” she said jocosely. 

With you getting particular about your clothes, 
there is n’t anything in this wide world that can’t 
happen now ! ” 

'^One doesn’t go out to bring home a piano 
every day,” he made answer. Besides, I want to 
make such an impression upon the man that he 
will deal gently with that first cash payment down. 
Do you know,” he added, watching her turn the 
felt brim under the wisp-broom’s strokes, ‘‘ I’m 
thinking some of getting me a regular silk stove¬ 
pipe hat.” 
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Why don’t you, then? ” she rejoined, but with¬ 
out any ring of glad acquiescence in her tone. He 
fancied that her face lengthened a little, and he 
instantly ascribed it to recollections of the way in 
which the roses had been bullied out of her own 
headgear. 

You are quite sure, now, pet,” he made haste 
to change the subject, ^Hhat the hired girl can wait 
just as well as not until fall? ” 

^^Oh, my, yes 1 ” Alice replied, putting the hat on 
his head, and smoothing back his hair behind his 
ears. She ’d only be in the way now. You see, 
with hot weather coming on, there won’t be much 
cooking. We ’ll take all our meals out here, and 
that saves so much work that really what remains is 
hardly more than taking care of a bird-cage. And, 
besides, not having her will almost half pay for the 
piano.” 

But when cold weather comes, you ’re sure 
you ’ll consent? ” he urged. 

Like a shot! ” she assured him, and, after a 
happy little caress, he started out again on his 
momentous mission. 

'^Thurston’s” was a place concerning which 
opinions differed in Octavius. That it typified 
progress, and helped more than any other feature 
of the village to bring it up to date, no one indeed 
disputed. One might move about a great deal, in 
truth, and hear no other view expressed. But then 
again one might stumble into conversation with one 
83 
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small storekeeper after another, and learn that they s 

united in resenting the existence of Thurston’s,’* ^ 

as rival farmers might join to curse a protracted ^ 

drought. Each had his special flaming grievance. 

The little dry-goods dealers asked mournfully how t 

they could be expected to compete with an estab- t 

lishment which could buy bankrupt stocks at a t 

hundred different points, and make a profit if only v 

one-third of the articles were sold for more than f 

they would cost from the jobber? The little boot ^ 

and shoe dealers, clothiers, hatters, and farriers, the 
small merchants in carpets, crockery, and furniture, a 

the venders of hardware and household utensils, of c 

leathern goods and picture-frames, of wall-paper, h 

musical instruments, and even toys, — all had the s 

same pathetically unanswerable question to pro- t 

pound. But mostly they put it to themselves, c 

because the others were at Thurston’s.” 1 

The Bev. Theron Ware had entertained rather s 

strong views on this subject, and that only a week s 

or two ago. One of his first acquaintances in 1 

Octavius had been the owner of the principal s 

book-store in the place, — a gentle and bald old ^ 

man who produced the complete impression of a t 

bibliophile upon what the slightest investigation 1 

showed to be only a meagre acquaintance with s 

publishers’ circulars. But at least he had the air 

of loving his business, and the young minister had ^ 

enjoyed a long talk with, or rather, at him. Out I 

of this talk had come the information that the ^ 

84 
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til.iirc" w:iH losing iiuhm*)'' even the st.itinnt^ry 

«lr|urlfiieiit flaw shuwed ;i prutit worth mentiuriing. 
Wiirti C letiviiis h.id eontainrd tuily five tlunisnml 
iiili.ilnl.4ius, it hiKisted four bouk’Hturt% two of 

lliriii giHid uiies. Now, with ;i |H»pul.iihni more 
lli.ili diHihled, only these Ltcter tw%-i sttrvtvtni, and 
ihrv must Siioti gis 0) the w.iU. d*!u* reason? it 
was in a niilshelL A Intuk whieh at retail 
ibr one dollar aiul a half eost the Imokseller 
tiiiirly rriilH. If it was at all a |nipular hook, 
*' I'liiirHiiiri’s '‘advertised it at eightyudne eents, — 
;iu4 in iinv ‘-.ase at a insifu nl' only two or three 
rifuiin Of'eMursf* if, was done to wuden tlie estab- 
lidniiriit'-, |M.!!Hii,teau to hung people into the 
sloir. i'!t|Uallv' «.n. if deaioying the 

hii4jk husiiirss and dehau* hing the le.aling ta'aes 
«»!'' the eiiminnniiy. Wnhout the pisihts ftom the 
liglil ,in4 rpheineral ffopuiar hteratttre id’ the Hea» 
Shr lumk slore pro|'»rr eould nut keep U|) its 
■uUa k of more si»!i4 woik-., and ititleeil e'ottld Utit 
fuig kf-rp open at all. i m tii*- otfier hand, “ 4'hiir- 
'* draft wulli noilung save the tlemand of' the 
imifiieiig and i#U'rred tmly the books whii-'h were 
the talk ol the week, ‘Huih, ni plaiti uausls, the 
hook trade was going to the dogs, and it was the 
sainr with |.»rritv iifsirly every tuhrr trade. 

'rheroii was nidignaiu at ihH, ami on hts rrtttrn 
lioiiir fold Alh V that he desired lief n> make no 
ptifi'liasrs whatever at ** 41nimon*s/* He even 
irsuIvTil to prasieh a serinon on the snbjert of the 
Ms 
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modern idea of admiring the great for crushing 
the small, and sketched out some notes for it 
which he thought solved the problem of flaying 
the local abuse without mentioning it by name. 
They had lain on his desk now for ten days or 
more, and on only the previous Friday he had 
speculated upon using them that coming Sunday. 

On this bright and cheerful Tuesday morning 
he walked with a blithe step unhesitatingly down 
the main street to Thurston’s/’ and entered 
without any show of repugnance the door next to 
the window wherein, flanked by dangling banjos 
and key-bugles built in pyramids, was displayed 
the sign, ^'Pianos on the Instalment Plan.” 

He was recognized by some responsible persons, 
and treated with distinguished deference. They 
were charmed with the intelligence that he desired 
a piano, and fascinated by his wish to pay for it 
only a little at a time. They had special terms 
for clergymen, and made him feel as if these were 
being extended to him on a silver charger by 
kneeling admirers. 

It was so easy to buy things here that he was a 
trifle disturbed to find his flowing course inter¬ 
rupted by his own entire ignorance as to what 
kind of piano he wanted. He looked at all they 
had in stock, and heard them played upon. They 
differed greatly in price, and, so he fancied, almost 
as much in tone. It discouraged him to note, 
however, that several of those he thought the 
86 
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liiiril ill Ifirif wvtv aiiunig thv vvtj cheapest in the 
lilt aini .stariiii{ in hupeless ptu- 

/Iriiiriil ttmii itiif* tt> aiiiither mI' the hii; black .shiny 
iiioii-aers,, hr Niuitlriilv lliiHight ut Mutnrthing. 

** I wiiiilil iatii«‘r luR tiri'hir for uivsrlf,** he 
%m\, *4 kiinw so Itith* about it. If you thm’t 
iiiiiiil, i will havi* a fiiruil of mine, a skillrtl mu- 
sirtaii, sf.r|i in amt make a srkvtiiUL i have su 
iiiitch roiilitlriU-'r irt—in Jsrr ju«lguu'nt.'* He 
aildrtl liurueill)% *** It will invulve only a tlay or 
tiro's 

"riir iir\i liioinrnl he \v:h Siifry he hat{ spoken, 
would liirv thuik wiu'u tlu‘y saw the organist 
ui f ill-i’.iiliolu I Imo li t umr to pirk out a piano ftir 
thr Mrtho4i*4 p4lsoUagr»^ .\ml how riUiUl he 
tli'i.-orot|-4v‘ |nrtr|" flir rc’i|nr4 to hrr In uiulrOake 
itns Hr iingla not mrri hrr again tor aea*s, 

amt tfi ins piovim i.il iioiitiu^ writing would have 
srriiird out of I hr t|itr‘aton. Ami ivouhl it mU he 
ib . ts^r.^rablr to have tier kmav that hr was buying 
a pj.ifn by pari pavmriifs^ Poi<r Alirr-'^s drrad 
oi lie’ wa-JoTwosii ill’s g/rrap ortairmi in him, at 
till'.., .ami hr -anilrd m spite of himsolf. Then 
all al oiur lli** diffteullv vanishrtl. (If rour'.e it 
WiitiM I nmr all rudR ‘■aomrlu'tw. Evrrylhmg dal. 

Hr was on fninrr fiuviug tlir matrtiala 

for the new liook, ovi'f on ihr stationrrv shle. 
Ills ofiginal iiitf’nlioii hat! I'lefui lo hesttw this 
|«.itioiiagr uprui ilir old IjooksrihT, blit tliese 
siiavriy sfiiari iiroplr m ** d'fiurstonbs “ Inul hail 
^7 
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the effect of putting him on im Iimh %%hrii thry 
asked, I there he aiiuiimg ri-.r,-*" muI fi,:. 

had followed them nnrvsUtniyh, 

He indulged to the hill ho uluin tli 0- n .-n ^ fhmg 
entering into the roiofriirOi^n mI ** “ 

should be spit'k»ami-s|un. Ih' i:r4 
own eyes a whole ream t»l‘ Ut*^.u\ ^lj.:r 4 miitir 
paper being sliced dt»wii hy ihr mitet nio. Mn^y 
sheets, and thrilled with a tmrl iir 

his hand upon the spotlr:^s Imik, iiuf 

it invite him to k*gim He inrd 4 -rr 14 
before the right oneome i«i li.oid. Whrti .1 lr.t% 
of these had been Uiil aodr, u-sdi mk 4i;»| |..rt|. 
holders and a little |ir*u!.*r nA.i.md, hv- la.j, 4 
sign that the outfit was tom|'4rir. t o *;■, s:,r|,.. 

must be some blotting paprr, fir h., 1 
used those blotting pat! * g av%'J4 l>'> iii-Jii xtu r 
companies, hi’^ i'ongrrg.!.!i»>:r. n:/v-.4 i.j,?!,- 1 
contain one or niMO* i,* 

bestow !)y the armlhl, hui iU.r In -4 j,,-^ 
virgin blotter. 

I'heron stood by wfui- .di th.--..- es::..- 


being tieil up ti.)giiljrr m 4 p.*e^-<4, jv. 
tion that they shunhi !»** -jeiis Ifn* 

Oh, no, he would earrv tfsrjn hnn-^rii 

strongly did they apprd ru. 
nation that he nmld n,,? huom.. 

man who hail shown funi yiuvn j,u I. %% i-, 
accompanying him 0, 

under his arm rrpmrnird th,- 


tiim, 


U‘-^m 
k .i:Jr 
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tif llic |>i„iiui he w.is |totiii4 til h.ive. He did it in 
a riHiiiiLilHiiit way, widi mw ut’ Itis ilrull, he.^itating 
siiiuk’H, d'lk* ui.ia dill net tuulrrstaiul at ail, and 
Tlirraii had net llii* leiiu'my to tlie remark. 

He f^irnde liotite widi the prefiuus Inuulle uh hnit 
he et. Ill lit. 

** I d he.Ht, adter ail, mit tt> eimuuit 

iiiyvidf hf a he ex|»Uined uinnit the 

al ditiiier-lime. In xurii a mailer as ihis, 
llir iif* an ex|Hat is everything, I am 

giiiiw; III lia\e ime uf the |iriiua|ial tmtsii'ians uf 
the l.nvn 4iul tiv tlieiu all, aud tell me wiueli 
we 

Aud w-uie hr*', .iIimuI a," saiil Alu'e, ** yuu 
might .e.k Uiiii Us ui.iki* a little U .i «d' Mune id’ the 
new imi-aiu I ‘ve gut way hehmd the timc’%, heuig 
%viiii'eni 4 fiiaiia su haig. Tell lum tuii any ee/j 
thilt* ii!l laeee'i, )sai knuw/'* 

** Ve-i, I ktieiw/' |mt in "rhertin. aimied hastily, 
and tieg.ur i.ilkmg mI Miher UunK'.. He* eunver- 
m.iIjuu w.ei u|" the iuu'4 i.uniihng and deaiUnry 
hn .ntse aU the while the twu luhe/i ut hb 
Iil-Uii, 41 it ivrfe, ki‘|‘t U|J 4 di-*|»nte a:s In whellter 
,\hee might tfJ have he^-’il tuld iftat tliis |irinid{al 

liHi.ai 1411 *' was i>l' her uwii lex. It vvuitld i'ertainly 
have Itern hrlirr, at the untarl, lie ileenled ; but 
til iiirnlimi it luiw w»mid lie tu mve-a the tUet widi 
iiiuhae iri.inee, Vra, that was t|mle «dear; 
iiiily the idearer il tin .mie, t’lsHii iine |*uini ut view, 
the: shadier it waxisl hiiui tlm ytber. I'hc |irub» 
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lem really tiisairhcil ihe jsnfi-. ti\m 4 

throughout the lueah uml In* t; ;v * m,. 

so marked at last that hn wir* * -^nmu -uir -a- ii. 

penny tor your thuu^hro-.h.- %ui[i 

cheerful briskness. I’Iih aiii'ir*if, i .f.-rd.i 
farm-land had ahvay.^ r.ahrr f.inrd. „ u 
It presented itself now tn Im iiimd a-, a ■ %% uis,.i4U 
aggravating banality. 

am going to tH’gui my thi. 
he remarked impressnvly, ** y, .1 ,.*,,41 

deal to think alHiut.’* 

It turned out that there wa.-; i * 

about than he lutl imagmrd, \n t ,.f ■. 

tary musing at his de-4, or *u pu n*.; -y. ! ! ,4,54 

befl)re his open bjiik-dirUe'., 'Uu-t i rv:A lUr 
first shadows of a f^iav dav b.-.;:.ua3n.f 1.* 

M upon that heautdul pik ui iid-e.- ,-,h 

unstained by ink. Hr ^um thr y.- ,-1,^.4 

to write iH-tbre him, m lu-. n^-nt-d -n, 4 

more distinetly than errr. ik- id.-,}, y 
ning it impetuuudy. and Imdiuy if y •: ,;ud 
glowing week by wrrk, h.id i^d.d 4a ]y,..- 4 
dream. 


d his long afternoon, »,|trn^ i.4» r !■# 
jeetbornof his own lif-un Ua )r-y,rf4,.v 
so much bigger than Imuvdp .1 

time tor the young tlrrgvmaii, 'H;r u 
cut most derply intti ifut *■ 

we learn from our elubbrn, ^ .. 

day's contact with the ofiypia-g mi hn iau-^ i , i ih«4 


■ *4i itfi A pt^,|. 

% .dlr..4dy 
U' •'.: fi • oiiuf 
iv.u'i ii 

s 4.r •'* In i'ir 

lu ^ 
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lii liiiii an aiul staggcriug 

inuli. It wan ih.il hf was .m rxtri‘iiu-lv igiutr.ml 

aii4 ritdrly iiiilraiiiail y<amig tuau, whtise prrtcu-' 
liiiiii'i lii iiita'Ilca'iii.il aulliunlv :ua<mg any 
4‘alf’il iHSiFli' waailst br laighinl at with tlchcrvnl 

ta,irHaiii|iL 

Srfiir::* a.y ni-^ngiK aftrr hr h.ul wratlirrrtl tlte 
lir.t ;4liii*'k, tliii iliHtaivrry «h^i tl^^.mav 'I'lirruii 
Warr. Thr vrry rtnaiilrlaitr is tif tiir <amvii'ttun 
il r irraal willi it, saltiralrtl liii tiiHuI with a trt*liag 
aa if llir Ihf'l ha*I irallv hr^u kiinwii tt> hiui all 
\ii*| ilirir i' ijiir. tut.*, attrr a Uillr, anaInH»at 
Fl- ia.ifaMr '..•ii.r mI‘ iir‘ un|H»itant"r «if tlir rrvrb’ 
mil, I la lit,-! tiraalv Uiilfmg in faittutH ami 

r:ali»TSlr*| I4in«N'HV all a{ 4tn» f* his rvt^S 
Wrrr 4 »|.»au ; hr whal iir iiail tti tlu. Ignu’ 

r,illi;r WM a llliltg la lir rriiinlush auh hr Wtitlhl 
hfitluv'iih lirmi all Ins rnrratirs lu rultivatmg hia 
Uiiiul III! il shuiild hlMssiim likt! a ganlru. In thh 
tuisah, Thrruu snriitally mt‘a*airrtl hini'irlf a|.».iinst 
ihr liiMta lain iinrnuns u!‘ In-i i'u||ra|,^urs ni thr (‘un 
Iri'riiir. 'I'll’V aian wrrr Hgitirant, f'hnvniatiiy igm»- 
rani ; thr tlilh-rriirr was that thry vvrrr <hniiiiri| 
hf nalivr in* .qiai iiy tu gu uri all thrir livi^s W'ith-' 
4Hit rvrr Iii44iiig i% uiit. It was uhvinm tu him ihat 
liiH cMsr W'4"i lir-|ra:*r. wa., hrii:fit |n’uinisr in 

lltr very lari tlial hr Iia4 ihs*M\rrr4 hn shrirt'" 
ia.inun|.r'r 

Hr hail ih«* aftrrmHin hy taking tluwn 

Cpiiii liirir filarra ihr vainnia wuika in hm uiragrc 
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library which bore more or less relation to the task 
in hand. The threescore books which constituted 
his printed possessions were almost wholly from 
the press of the Book Concern; the few exceptions 
were volumes which, though published elsewhere, 
had come to him through that giant circulating 
agency of the General Conference, and wore the 
stamp of its approval. Perhaps it was the sight of 
these half-fined shelves which started this day’s 
great revolution in Theron’s opinions of himself, 
lie had never thought much before about owning 
books. He had been too poor to buy many, and 
the conditions of canvassing about among one’s 
parishioners which the thrifty Book Concern im¬ 
poses upon those who would have without buying, 
had always repelled him. Now, suddenly, as he 
moved along the two shelves, he felt ashamed at 
their beggarly showing. 

^^The Land and the Book,” in three portly 
volumes, was the most pretentious of the aids 
which he finally culled from his collection. Beside 
it he laid out Bible Lands,” Rivers and Lakes 
of Scripture,” Bible Manners and Customs,” the 
Genesis and Exodus ” volume of Whedon’s 
Commentary, some old numbers of the Methodist 
Quarterly Review,” and a copy of ^Qosephus” 
which had belonged to his grandmother, and had 
seen him through many a weary Sunday afternoon 
in boyhood. He glanced casually through these, 
one by one, as he took them down, and began to 
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fear that they were not going to be of so much 
use as he had thought. Then, seating himself, he 
read carefully through the thirteen chapters of 
Genesis which chronicle the story of the founder 
of Israel. 

Of course he had known this story from his 
earliest years. In almost every chapter he came 
now upon a phrase or an incident which had 
served him as the basis for a sermon. He had 
preached about Hagar in the wilderness, about 
Lot’s wife, about the visit of the angels, about the 
intended sacrifice of Isaac, about a dozen other 
things suggested by the ancient narrative. Some¬ 
how this time it all seemed different to him. The 
people he read about were altered to his vision. 
Heretofore a poetic light had shone about them, 
where indeed they had not glowed in a halo of 
sanctification. Now, by some chance, this light 
was gone, and he saw them instead as untutored 
and unwashed barbarians, filled with animal lusts 
and ferocities, struggling by violence and foul 
chicanery to secure a foothold in a country which 
did not belong to them, — all rude tramps and 
robbers of the uncivilized plain. 

The apparent fact that Abram was a Chaldean 
struck him with peculiar force. How was it, he 
wondered, that this had never occurred to him 
before ? Examining himself, he found that he had 
supposed vaguely that there had been Jews from 
the beginning, or at least, say, from the flood. 
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But, 110, Abram wa^i imriHltirr.l %‘aui>iv .1, > ,4 . 
of the (‘luiklean tawn va' Vt. Mid i-i'i ' 
hint of any dihereiiec m i-u-r h.-j 

his neighbors. It waa i-u*v 
his brother, LoVt% !auu*r, du.' i ea I *. -- » - - 
nativity. Evidently the l-auiiv t->;. 4u;4.i 1., 
and were Chaldeans li^e the f•■'-£■ 

I do not cite this as at ail a .-li-.. .. 

but it did have a curious riirt i ra V. 


Up to that very aftermHnt. n Itu | 

of book he wanted to wnir li.iji |.-.=-a f 
upon a popular btwk called - Unth ee.-* M 
written by a dergyuuii he ?ae 

Rev. E, Ray Mifthm 'i'hn uu^dri prrf ♦ui.i.i.nM'- 
troubled itself not at all wt?H don* u4 
went swimmingly along iloongh t 

seas of pretty rhrttirua tr:i- hin^: r. 

but pleasing a gtii^d dr.d amt '4«-iUs.,,. ’44 - -» ? al^-v. 


Now, all at mu'e I'hroau ir!i lU.^i hr k.!,*.- 1 
of book. ./4a wufk ^hi'Uld br i4 a .bii^rrni 

order. He might fairly a/4.’iaiar^ Irr ih.ii 

if the fact that Abram wa^» 

him, it would fall npoii ihr m .4; ..rj 4 

novelty. Very well, then, tlirtr Im »h.aj^r, 
lie would write a Ira 10*41 bi*-4, i ih.r 

Chakieam were, and hm xUru uu-tinr--^ an! 
beliefs differed from, and inH,u.rir» -“4 
It was at ihiii p4yihMh»,ii: .4 i4.il ihr 

wave of Sr lb rondi-'1011-41^0 i-utb'jib/ mvo-.i up. ai 
and stibnierg«ai ihr yuung drf^>siuu |i |oiuc4 
04 
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iig.iifu IfMviiig liiin jiiariiig fixtMliy at the pile’ of 
liiiiik'S lit’ hail t.iki'n thuvu innw tlu* Hlu'lves, aiul 
icaipiiii," a ai il' tur hnMth. I’hc'ii the huiiiur^ 

um sulv til* dll* ihiii.it. I'vrvarNt’ly ajiptMltnl 

lu him, ami lu* gniiiUHl tVi'Uly Ui luiu^cU* at the 
jiikr tif hi,-', having iiuagiiual that lu* tanihl write 
IcMriii’tlly ah.mt thr (liahleann, nr anything via*. 
Hal, iv.i, if u*t remain a jnke ! Uin hnsg 

iiiiit>ilr iii'v grew nertuiw tnuler the new re^nlvt*. 
He wniihl learn what there vvaM tu he leanual 
ah*-411 the C'halileaiH, He new atul walked up 
and d*avu the nnnn, gathering tVe^h Htreiigtii nf 
p'lipitse as llus iiiviiuig field teaeareh spreatt 
tiul Its viHta'i liet.ae him. Herlvip's yen, he 
Wi»!.|!d nil idrlilallv r^plote the mv^ardeH id the 
,M«.ahilit’ pail ai well, and thui put tlie Rev. Ih 
RiV' Mdilin Iti timUi-tiMii nn \m vuvn *»iihjeet. 
1‘hal WMiiltl in ilsrll' he a nirthl tihlig, heeaiise 
wnre kid ghives at the (aiiih-retua*, and 
ai'fe^ n*d -an iniMh'tahle 'luperiurity nf ilreai and 
derne.inur, aiul there w«*tild he general iaii*.fMdiMn 
aiii».tiig tlte plainer and Wi»rlhier brethren at seeing 
Inin taken duwn a peg, 

Nhiw hir the tirai ume there nwe distiindly in 
l‘hriu!i‘i mind dial la-.nal alhisiun whieh Rather 
Fnrlirs had made tti the d'nraniam. He reealhnl, 
tiiii, liiii iiitiinrntary lerlmg of nnuiilh aihm at md 
kiiiiwiiig wlm the d'urainatn were, at the titne- 
Rijialily, if lie had |md*eti ihh matter metre 
deeply, n^jw m he walked ami pwmtered in the 
<IS 
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little living-room, he might Imt it u .-4 i!i.- 
of the afternoou’H nuniul -tu ih a 

chance remark of the Umnvdi ^tu-.i. i:-- thi. 

speculation dhi not tUiam him, Hr m::m, 
stead upon the splendid hhi-uv I 4iuri 
must have. 

Well, how dofH the hiiK>k 
you got to Mny lady RrOir-di ^ t 

It was Alice who s|Hike, oprmn.: ihr ,!^ >i 
the kitchen, and |mltiitg ni tmi lu-ad »;th 4 pir 
tence of great and sidemn rautiiou hu* y^iih .1 
reeling twinkle in her ryei. 

haven’t gi»t to 4nvh»»dv -uri^rj^rd 

Theron, absently. **lV'*r thu:,:-. nai.t ha 

approaduxt shm-ly 

Come out tosnpprr, l!sro, u’ah- d-- Att 

hot,” said Alice. 

The young miiu^trr S4t -i mr.d, 

again in dee[> alHitartiMft. Hr. uu’ hr^ 

little pleasantry abo«n Krinr.di, I'-ir i vvj.-, 
urging him with ct 4 vsiv i * a . 1 ! h.a » .‘urlly 
fc)r daring to iNup H-o-dC-i 
scarcely heartl her, and -uid nrii t,, n ^i.iunv. lie 
ate sparingly, and hdgr!rd m Im v- o, widi 

obvious im|iatie»f'e hir the litii'iii tl'ir 111f",1,1. M 

last lie rose ahrupily. 

^'I’ve got a caW ni m 4 kr, ^ v.m-da:!uf wul$ 
reference to the R>sik, lie i..ud. ** I *n Mini 
now, I think, before ii ge?, d.o-h/’ 

He put or) Im hat, and mji ^4 th^ hmtm 
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;i?» it’ fii:H rrniiid svas t\w uttiutst urgency. Once 
ti|»iiii die slrtHi., lunvever, his inice Hlat'kcnetL 
I'lirre was still a i^uul tUsil ui' daylight initsitlt% 
aiitl lie liiitrr«.”d ami!i‘-.s!y ahuiit, walking with lunvcd 
lieatl and hands iias|H‘d heluiiil him, until dusk 
tVIL 1‘hrii III* s«|u:irrd his .shinildcrs, atul startetl 
sir.iigliC as tlie «tvw tlics tu-waril the rcsklencc uf 
Falltrr Fiiiiies. 


ni 






CriAlTKR Vft 


T!iE new Cathaiif ehtirrli w.h ilir Lirv; 
mosst imposing publk* htuMiiu: in i ^ l , 
in its unfinished coruhlion, ttnh ,i b.u l * 
weather-beaten bi>ard^ iiiatiniy: iri--- 

tower the place where a H r* ? » I - j 
on, it tlwarfial every uthrr rdni* r .<1 uir 
the town, just as it (utt fhnn .al i ^ 
matter of the throng'* it drew, tmi ^ 
services. 

These fiicts had m»t 4 

satisfaction to the Rrv, i nrt^ -n U a: ■ | 

evcnallutled to the M.sba‘» t m frrnr* .!? . 
wife? the impreSMiMl fhal hr .rlnrl^ 

Strength and si/e (»f the 
this new home of tfiein, ,iud %%.vi tr >r',h-d 
mind about Ktmie i^enrr.dlv. lini. tUr. r-;. 
walked along the e’ltfoairti ad'* *4 f!^- I.j- 
turc, \vhi<‘h oretipi*’*! ur.alv hA*! M ,, 
then, turning the nnurr, p.r*--d 01 o-* 

doored, ItKiming Iron!, H5i!h'*a» j.ui b 
tions whatever. In the g.aboair dr-A 4 
more nia^oive than ever U-inr, f.u? hr 1 ,1-^, 

self only passively < oivadrraig .f , *. 

he had heanl that all i’.i^.hdu I'huoh f- 
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w.KiIrtnliHt alHiiliilrly in t!u‘ tume the lUshup 

ill llir iluH'lHl*. 

i niie a iiari-iiw A\\iy sc‘p;iniU‘tl the ehtireh. 

iViJiiillic a tiueiunv !»ui-k stand- 

iiiit ihnli iipiiii the* .Htrcft 'riirnm mounted the 
and liiokrtl alHiiii tor a !h'II.|iuII, Si'arrh 
fin-ivitrd iiisiead a liltir natry button set in a ring 
«.»f iiietil work. He I'Ht'ked ai lids |dr a liine with 
liii itiigrr iiaih beltire he made out the injimetum, 
|uirilc’4 iirrims it, tci ihihIl Of eiiiirse ! how stu|iid 
cjI" liiui ! HiiH was cine of tliose elertrit: bells he 
liil hr ird so uiuf'li t»f, !ml wbic'h hatl not as yet 
ni tdr ihrii" \v.iv to th*' I'liHs ot hoinen he knew, 
niardutu o|' a mrib.ev d sn|it*r'4itiun and 
ihii.Ua i .III, ilir iViiiioli*'' 0*a.*v * vaued VfU'V nnndi 
ii|» e» diif\ i'iii-* bril made hmi terl rather mure 
4 I K.iiiiiiiyniai'l lliari raer., 

"'riir door ivaa ia|*riied bv a tall gaunt Wiiman, 
wtui aioiid in black relirf against the* tvidianca* tef 
the hall way whilr llienui, t'htiMaing bis wurda 
widi ■‘e*iiie chitidenee, adied if the Rev. Mr. 
|d»|bri Wa.a in. 

’* He n/’ 4 ante the liudi vidred answer. ** He 

at dualirt, lleaigh/* 

ti lutik the voting nnidrarr a Msamd or twai tfi 
Ifltiig itiio asM»4 lalion tn bta iinnd this evening 
lioiir and I Ins landday nirah ‘riieii he began to 
lay iliat hr WMiitd call again, •—it was nothing 
sprt la!, «« lull the woman stiddenly eut him short 
by liiiaiwiiig llie demr wit|e o|>rn. 
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It’s Mr. Ware, is it not?” she asked, in a 
greatly altered tone. Sure, he’d not have you 
go away. Come inside — do, sir ! — I ’ll tell 
him.” 

Theron, with a dumb show of reluctance, crossed 
the threshold. He noted now that the woman, 
who had bustled down the hall on her errand, was 
gray-haired and incredibly ugly, with a dark sour 
face, glowering black eyes, and a twisted mouth. 
Then he saw that he was not alone in the hall-way. 
Three men and two women, all poorly clad and 
obviously working people, were seated in meek 
silence on a bench beyond the hat-rack. They 
glanced up at him for an instant, then resumed 
their patient study of the linoleum pattern on the 
floor at their feet. 

And will you kindly step in, sir? ” the elderly 
Gorgon had returned to ask. She led Mr. Ware 
along the hall-way to a door near the end, and 
opened it for him to pass before her. 

He entered a room in which for the moment he 
could see nothing but a central glare of dazzling 
light beating down from a great shaded lamp upon 
a circular patch of white table linen. Inside this 
ring of illumination points of fire sparkled from 
silver and porcelain, and two bars of burning 
crimson tracked across the cloth in reflection from 
tall glasses filled with wine. The rest of the room 
was vague darkness, but the gloom seemed satu¬ 
rated with novel aromatic odors, the appetizing 
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•a'*riil tifwhiiii hi^rr iimir r«*l;itun'i to what 'rhemn’s 
lillllkilli^ rr-.tinl 

iff w.w ;i!4.'‘ iiiuv tu di-.oiTU twi> fipires at the 
llii* oiftir ot thr lunp. 

l.1iry n-^ra. an*! one tMuu' towaial him 

Willi c'iiftltil ri'Iri'itw liolihng out a white pltmip 
liarnl ill greriiiii^ He took this profh'ri’d hatul 
r.ifhrf liiiipiv, not wholly sure in the h.ilhliKht that 
lilt', frallv waa lAillirr horln’H, ;m<l began euu*e 
iiii'iri* ili:il everlaating afitilogv to whieh lie Sf^emetl 
t!oja.iiri| ill the |ueaeuee of the priest. It was 
bo*1^.-'ll alanpUy id'f by tlie otherks f'lrotestitig 
-r, 

•* Mv »lrMr Mi. War, I bee. «>!'you,** tlie prlent 
fiinekittiy, wnh. ho%|h?able nurtfi, ** don’t, 
diou't a|»Mlogi/r ! I yiv«“ v^ai ujv word, nothing in 
llie worlil roiild have pfea'.ed in. fjrttrr thati your 
joining m here |o night. !t wa'i ephte dramalir, 
V ■*!ir eofiiing m .I'l \oj| ditl, Wr were speaking of 

vou -if tiia! vrrv la*•inraif, Oh, I fbrgttt. -let nie 

nr.'ikr vt*n at »ju. unfed with inv fiieinl -■ iny very 
piriimltr fitend, In. b.^-dsiii:tr, I.et me lake 
v.aif hat; I'uav diow n|» a rhair, Maggie will 
have 4 plare laid tbr you in a tninute.” 

** I III, I a-'^aire you ■ I fould n’t think of it —« 
I *vr juni eairn niv lav dinner," expostul.iteri 
d'hrroin Hr murmuird mote inaoit tjlale renntn- 
-ai.iUi'r-i a muiueiif later, when the grim old 
ft«.»uir-aie appealed tt ilh plates, serviette, atid t.ible- 
wMir h'lf Ills I! .e, tell stir wm! tm lipreading them 
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before him as if she heard nothing. Thus com¬ 
mitted against a decent show of resistance, the 
young minister did eat a little here and there of 
what was set before him, and was human enough 
to regret frankly that he could not eat more. It 
seemed to him very remarkable cookery, trans¬ 
figuring so simple a thing as a steak, for example, 
quite out of recognition, and investing the humble 
potato with a charm he had never dreamed of. 
He wondered from time to time if it would be 
polite to ask how the potatoes were cooked, so 
that he might tell Alice. 

The conversation at the table was not continu¬ 
ous, or even enlivened. After the lapses into 
silence became marked, Theron began to suspect 
that his refusal to drink wine had annoyed them, — 
the more so as he had drenched a large section of 
table-cloth in his efforts to manipulate a siphon 
instead. He was greatly relieved, therefore, when 
Father Forbes explained in an incidental way that 
Dr. Ledsmar and he customarily ate their meals 
almost without a word. 

It’s a philosophic fad of his,” the priest went 
on smilingly, and I have fallen in with it for the 
sake of a quiet life; so that when we do have 
company, — that is to say, once in a blue moon, — 
we display no manners to speak of.” 

I had always supposed — that is, I’ve always 
heard — that it was more healthful to talk at 
meals,” said Theron. Of course — what I mean 
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is — I took it for granted all physicians thought 
so.” 

Dr. Ledsmar laughed. ^^That depends so 
much upon the quality of the meals ! ” he re¬ 
marked, holding his glass up to the light. 

He seemed a man of middle age and an equable 
disposition. Theron, stealing stray glances at him 
around the lampshade, saw most distinctly of all a 
broad, impressive dome of skull, which, though 
obviously the result of baldness, gave the effect of 
quite belonging to the face. There were gold- 
rimmed spectacles, through which shone now and 
again the vivid sparkle of sharp, alert eyes, and 
there was a nose of some sort not easy to classify, 
at once long and thick. The rest was thin hair 
and short round beard, mouse-colored where the 
light caught them, but losing their outlines in the 
shadows of the background. Theron had not 
heard of him among the physicians of Octavius. 
He wondered if he might not be a doctor of 
something else than medicine, and decided upon 
venturing the question. 

Oh, yes, it is medicine,” replied Ledsmar. I 
am a doctor three or four times over, so far as 
parchments can make one. In some other re¬ 
spects, though, I should think I am probably less of 
a doctor than anybody else now living. I have n’t 
practised — that is, regularly — for many years, 
and I take no interest whatever in keeping abreast 
of what the profession regards as its progress. I 
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know nothing be 3 ^ond what was being taught in 
the sixties^ and that I am glad to say I have 
mostly forgotten.” 

Dear me ! ” said Theron. I had always 
supposed that Science was the most engrossing of 
pursuits, — that once a man took it up he never 
left it.” 

'^But that would imply a connection between 
Science and Medicine ! ” commented the doctor. 

My dear sir, they are not even on speaking 
terms.” 

Shall we go upstairs? ” put in the priest, rising 
from his chair. It wiU be more comfortable to 
have our coffee there, — unless indeed, Mr. Ware, 
tobacco is unpleasant to you? ” 

** Oh, my, no 1 ” the young minister exclaimed, 
eager to free himself from the suggestion of being 
a kill-joy. I don’t smoke myself ; but I am 
very fond of the odor, I assure you.” 

Father Forbes led the way out. It could be 
seen now that he wore a long house-gown of black 
silk, skilfully moulded to his erect, shapely, and 
rounded form. Though he carried this with the 
natural grace of a proud and beautiful belle, there 
was no hint of the feminine in his bearing, or in 
the contour of his pale, firm-set, handsome face. 
As he moved through the hall-way, the five people 
whom Theron had seen waiting rose from their 
bench, and two of the women began in humble 
murmurs, If you please. Father,” and Good- 
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eveiiinU to yom Riverciu-e ; ** Init the priest merelv 
iicMlileil ;uui passed tiit up the stuirease, fullovvetl 
liy his gut'sts. llie |>eople sat iii)vvn on their 
lieiirh again. 

A few niiiiiiles Liter, reidining at his ease in a 
huge hiw ehair, and feeling himself imaeeuuutahly 
at lioine in the must iuKuritnisly appuinted and 
deliglilful little rouru he had ever seen, the Rev. 
Hieruii Ware sippetl his nnatanisttuneil ei>ffee aiul 
embarked upon an ex|:>lanalion td' his errand. 
Somelunv the very profusion of seholarly symbols 
alimit him -•■■■ilu* great <!ark rows of eneased and 
eruwdrd mk shelves rising tti the eeiling, the 
elassiiMi engg'aviugs upi»u the wall, the revolvhtg 
book-ease, llie riM«hng, ;4and, tlu* mass uf liueretl 
maga/ines, reviews, and pspers at either end id' 
the rosily and elalHUStte writing-desk ^ seemeti t<j 
make it the easier (or him to explain withted, re- 
proaeli that he needed infiirmathm alnmt Aluam. 
He told them i|uite in detail the ^aory td his hiiok, 

'The two others sat wait hing him thrintgh a fattU 
ha/r td’si'rntrd smokt*. with pidite tm«sniragi‘ment 
on lli-rir fai’cH, Ibdlier Idulu^s ti»ok the mldeil 
trouble to mid tinderf-aandingly at the various 
poiiitH of tlie narrative, and whcui it was fmished 
gave one of his little a|*|»rovi}ig idim kies. 

**’l‘!us skills very rlosely Upon sois'ery/' he Haul 
raiiihngly. '* Do you know, there is perhaps md 
aiiidher man in tfie vonniry w-fm knows Assyriohigy 
»ii ihui'i-mglily as our frieiui here, Dr, LeiDmard’ 
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That’s putting it too strong/’ remarked the 
doctor. I only follow at a distance, — a year or 
two behind. But I daresay I can help you. You 
are quite welcome to anything I have : my books 
cover the ground pretty well up to last year. 
Delitzsch is very interesting; but Baudissin’s 'Stu- 
dien zur Semitischen Religionsgeschichte ’ would 
come closer to what you need. There are several 
other important Germans, — Schrader, Bunsen, 
Duncker, Hommel, and so on.” 

Unluckily I — I don’t read German readily,” 
Theron explained with diffidence. 

That’s a pity,” said the doctor, ‘^because 
they do the best work, — not only in this field, but 
in most others. And they do so much that the 
mass defies translation. Well, the best thing out¬ 
side of German of course is Sayce. I daresay you 
know him, though.” 

The Rev. Mr. Ware shook his head mournfully. 

I don’t seem to know any one,” he murmured. 

The others exchanged glances. 

But if I may ask, Mr. Ware,” pursued the 
doctor, regarding their guest with interest through 
his spectacles, why do you specially hit upon 
Abraham ? He is full of difficulties, — enough, 
just now, at any rate, to warn ofif the bravest 
scholar. Why not take something easier? ” 

Theron had recovered something of his confi¬ 
dence. Oh, no,” he said, that is just what at¬ 
tracts me to Abraham. I like the complexities 
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and contradictions in his character. Take for 
instance all that strange and picturesque episode 
of Hagar: see the splendid contrast between the 
craft and commercial guile of his dealings in Egypt 
and with Abimelech, and the simple, straightfor¬ 
ward godliness of his later years. No, all those 
difficulties only attract me. Do you happen to 
know — of course you would know — do those 
German books, or the others, give anywhere any 
additional details of the man himself and his say¬ 
ings and doings, — little things which help, you 
know, to round out one^s conception of the in¬ 
dividual? 

Again the priest and the doctor stole a furtive 
glance across the young minister’s head. It was 
Father Forbes who replied. 

I fear that you are taking our friend Abraham 
too literally, Mr. Ware,” he said, in that gentle 
semblance of paternal tones which seemed to go 
so well with his gown. Modern research, you 
know, quite wipes him out of existence as an indi¬ 
vidual. The word ^ Abram ’ is merely an eponym, — 
it means ^ exalted father.’ Practically all the names 
in the Genesis chronologies are what we call epony¬ 
mous. Abram is not a person at all: he is a 
tribe, a sept, a clan. In the same way, Shem is 
not intended for a man; it is the name of a great 
division of the human race. Heber is simply the 
throwing back into allegorical substance, so to 
speak, of the Hebrews; Heth of the Hittites; 
Asshur of Assyria.” 107 
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But this is something very new, this t!u*t>ry, 
is n’t it? ” queried Theron. 

The priest smiled and shook his head Bless 
you, no! My dear sir, there is nothing new. 
Epicurus and Lucretius outlined liie wlude h.ii - 
winian theory more than two thousaiul years ago. 
As for this eponyni thing, why Saint Augustine 
called attention to it fifteen hundred years ago. In 
his ' De Civitate Dei,’ he cx[H*essly says u( these 
genealogical names, //e// ; * that 

is, 'peoples, not persons.’ It.was as idivunis lii 
him — as much a coinmonplaee uf knowledge — 
as it was to Ezekiel eight hundred years before 
him.” 

"It seems passing strange that we siumh! not 
know it now, then,” commented 'rheroa; *• I 
mean, that everybody should n’t know it.” 

Father Forbes gave a little purring <'htii kle. 
"Ah, there we get upon coateutious gintmd,” lie 
remarked. "Why should 'everylujdy’ ht* sup 
posed to know anything at all? Mliat hu’.iues. i; 
it of ' everybody’s ’ to know things? 1‘hr c.odi 
was just as round in the days when penpU- ,up 
posed it to be Hat, as it is now. So the iiiuli tv 
mains always the truth, even though you give a 
charter to ten hundred thou:;autl sc paiate miui 
skulls to examine it by the light of thiur piivaie 
judgment, and report that it is as numy diff-n-nt 
varieties of something tdse. lint t»f cour.e lliat 
whole question of private judgment versus amhur- 
io8 
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Ity i,i No-IMaiFs-kuKl for us. We were speaking 

of c*|iiiuyms.” 

Vcs,’* suiti 'riicrDU ; it is very interesting.** 

** lliere is ii tniruius piiasc c4’ tlie siibjeet wliieh 
has ni been wurked out eoutiuued the 

firiest, ** lYiihably tlie (ientiaus will get at tlvat 
ton, HoineUiue. They are doing the best Irish 
work ill other tiekls, us it is. I spoke of Heber 
anil Ilrth, ill ikniesis, as meaning the Hebrews 
and die lliltdes. Now my <nvn peojde, the Irish, 
have far inure aiu'ient legeiuls anti traditiuns than 
any ultirr natiun west tif Atlieas ; and you fnul in 
itieir myth <4” the Milesian invasion ami eonqnt'st 
twu |*niua|s.s,l leatlers railed Heber anti Ilh, or 
Ileilu ‘rhal is ‘aipiJOMsl Ui be eumparativtdy 
moilern, ™ abunt the lime uf .SiTuiuin's‘remple. 
Hut these imirpeiulent Irish myths go bat'k Ui the 
fall of the dower of liabel, ami tiiey have there an 
ant:cstor> gramlson tif ja|diet, named l^’enius Inirsa, 
anti diry usertbe to him the inventum of tlie alpha¬ 
bet, ‘They tt,H»k tlirir umdent name tif Feine, the 
mtHlf’in h’eniin, bum him. tiddly em>ngli, tliat 
is the name whit h the Rumans knew the I'hteni- 
eians by, and to tliein also is aseribetl the inven- 
lion td‘ the alphalirt, d’he Irish have a Imly salmon 
of knowledge, jna like die Thahleau man'fish. 
The Hruids' tisH’'wsirslup is idtailitsd with that of 
ihv (.‘haltltsms,^ iliuse pagan groves, you ktun\% 
wlmli die jews were always being puiushetl for 
imililiiig. You see, tlierc is nothing new. bb-ery- 
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thing is built on the ruins of something else. Just 
as the material earth is made up of countless bil¬ 
lions of dead men’s bones, so the mental world is 
all alive with the ghosts of dead men’s thoughts 
and beliefs, the wraiths of dead races’ faiths and 
imaginings.” 

Father Forbes paused, then added with a twinkle 
in his eye : That peroration is from an old ser¬ 
mon of mine, in the days when I used to preach. 
I remember rather liking it, at the time.” 

‘^But you still preach?” asked the Rev. Mr. 
Ware, with lifted brows. 

“No 1 no more ! I only talk now and again,” 
answered the priest, with what seemed a suggestion 
of curtness. He made haste to take the con¬ 
versation back again. “ The names of these dead- 
and-gone things are singularly pertinacious, though. 
They survive indefinitely. Take the modern name 
Marmaduke, for example. It strikes one as pecu¬ 
liarly modern, up-to-date, does n’t it ? Well, it is 
the oldest name on earth, — thousands of years 
older than Adam. It is the ancient Chaldean 
Meridug, or Merodach. He was the young god 
who interceded continually between the angry, 
omnipotent Ea, his father, and the humble and 
unhappy Damkina, or Earth, who was his mother. 
This is interesting from another point of view, 
because this Merodach or Marmaduke is, so far 
as we can see now, the original prototype of our 
Mivine intermediary’ idea. I daresay, though,, 
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that if we reuki go back still other scores of 
centuries, we slunild find whole receding stories 
of types of ilus I'luist anyth td ours/* 

TlicriUi Ware sat: upriglU at the fall of these 
Wiiixls, and llimg a swift, startled UH)k about the 
rocun, — the insdn«aive glance iT a man imex- 
peiUedly iauifrontcil with peril, and casting dcs» 
|H:u'ateiy about for means of defence and eseape. 
For the instant tiis mind was atlame with this 
vivid iu^ucsskm, ™ that he was among sinister 
eiieuiies, at the merey «d’ criminals. He half 
ruse under the iiupclling stress of this feeling, 
with the :»wcMt ^»t.unli^g iUi his brow, and his 
jaw dru|.»|H'd in a si'ared aial hewiklere<l stare, 
T‘heii, *|Uitc as ^lakkuily, the rautse tjf shtjck 
was giUie ; atul it was as if nothing at all had 
happened* He drew a long lueath, U>uk am^ther 
sip uf his coffee, aiui found Inmself all at tmee 
retici titig ahnoM |ileasina!»!y uptm the charm of 
ctmtact witli really edtu .ticil people. He leaned 
back in the !»ig <iiair again, arid smiled Ut shiw 
these num of the world how ruiu'h at his ease he 
was. It required an efforti diseovt*reti, but he 
made it liravely, and hoprtl he was succetsUng. 

** It liasiFt been in my ptjwer to at all lay hold 
of what tin* wtnkl keeps on learning nowatlays 
abtiut its liahylmod/'he said. Ail I have done 
is lo try t«* pre'-.erve an open minil, and to main¬ 
tain my faith tliat the nuire we know, the nearer 
we shall ap|u'inu'h the d'liriine/' 
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Dr. Ledsxiiar abruptly scufiltHl his kvi mi thr 
jfioor, and took out his watch, ** I hu afr.iiii 
he began. 

'^No, no! There’s plenty of time," rriaukril 
the priest, with his soft halt siuik- and paiiiiii.; 
tones. You finish your cigar iiere with Mr. U 
and excuse me while I run tUnvn ajui get ml lU* 
the people in the hail.” 

Father Forbes tossed his cigar cud I he 

fender. Then he took fViun tlic mautc! a Hiiaiigi* 
three-cornered black-velvet cap, wiili a dafiy;lrMg 
silk tassel at the side, put it uu head, .md iwm 
out 

Theron, being left alone with ilu' do* un\ 1 ir.Mv 
knew what to do or .siy. He tuMk up a ten i! 
the floor beside him, but realimi tiaat it w add hu- 
impolite to go farther, and laid i% to . ku'-r. 
Some trace of that cather momcutaiy fhai 

he was in hostile hands i'amc b.e k, and w^^iurd 
him. Me lifted himself upnghi m ikr i hmi, 
and then became cam'^iuirs thu who i---AlU, 
turbed him was the fai t that 14. la ii.iau had 
turned in his seat, cni.M-ii and w.i* 

contemplating him w'ith a ^•utnitrd 

scrutiny through his speitai lr *. 

This uncomftirtabh’ ga/c krpi it-a-lf up a l-ng 
way beyond the |«.nm <ai’ g*#***! ni.iim-ia , f.ui iin- 
doctor seemed not to uund ihai at all. 



ciiAPrKR vrii 


WiiKN Dr. I.rilHnKir fm.illy spoke, it was in a 
kiiiiilier umv. tluii the ycniiif*; miiiistcr had UujktHl 
lor. I h;ul half a iwtitni of going U) hear 
yot'i prea«“h the oiiuT evening^ he haul ;•* but at 
thr last iiHiiiite I Irif'kril tnu, I tlaresay I shall 
l»liu-k up tilt' euurage, smituT or later, and really 
gii. it iiiu-a \iv fullv twt'iity years situ*e I last 
lieartl a seriutin, and I hod suppost'd tliat that 
wiiiiltl siillif'e fur llie n*-a tjf niy lifr. but they 
tell me that you are wurih while ; atul, for some 
ivimni or other, I find myself tniritms on tlu* 

Involved and thilnous though the r«nnplim«*ui 
might ln% ’flier*m felt liimself tlushiug with satis- 
fai tum. He noilded hfi arkmnvletlgitient, and 
rdiangetl the tuple. 

'** I was siupiiied hear Father Foibes say that 
he did not preaeh/* he remarked. 

*‘U1ty should !ie?**a^ked the dui'tor, iruliffer- 
endy. ** I supposf' he lias n't nmre than fifteen 
pari'»liioiu*rs in a thousand wlm wouM umlerstand 
him if lie did, and id these imibalily twelve would 
join in a taimplaint to his bi Jiup abtnu the hett'ro- 
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dox tone of his sermon. There is no point in his 
going to all that pains, nlerely to incur that risk. 
Nobody wants him to preach, and he has reached 
an age where personal vanity no longer tempts him 
to do so. What is wanted of him is that he should 
be the paternal, ceremonial, authoritative head and 
centre of his flock, adviser, monitor, overseer, elder 
brother, friend, patron, seigneur, — whatever you 
like, — everything except a bore. They draw the 
line at that. You see how diametrically opposed 
this Catholic point of view is to the Protestant.” 

The difference does seem extremely curious to 
me,” said Theron. '^Now, those people in the 
hall—” 

Go on,” put in the doctor, as the other 
faltered hesitatingly. know what you were 
going to say. It struck you as odd that he 
should let them wait on the bench there, while 
he came up here to smoke.” 

Theron smiled faintly. ‘^1 was thinking that 
my — my parishioners would n’t have taken it so 
quietly. But of course — it is all so different!” 

As chalk from cheese 1 ” said Dr. Ledsmar, 
lighting a fresh cigar. daresay every one you 
saw there had come either to take the pledge, or 
see to it that one of the others took it. That is 
the chief industry in the hall, so far as I have ob¬ 
served. Now discipline is an important element 
in the machinery here. Coming to take the 
pledge implies that you have been drunk and are 
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now ashamed. Both states have their values, but 
they are opposed. Sitting on that bench tends to 
develop penitence to the prejudice of alcoholism. 
But at no stage would it ever occur to the occu¬ 
pant of the bench that he was the best judge of 
how long he was to sit there, or that his priest 
should interrupt his dinner or general personal 
routine, in order to administer that pledge. 
Now, I daresay you have no people at all com¬ 
ing to ' swear off 

The Rev. Mr. Ware shook his head. No; if 
a man with us got as bad as all that, he wouldn’t 
come near the church at all. He’d simply drop 
out, and there would be an end to it.” 

Quite so,” interjected the doctor. '^That is 
the voluntary system. But these fellows cmi't 
drop out. There’s no bottom to the Catholic 
Church. Everything that’s in, stays in. If you don’t 
mind my saying so — of course I view you all im¬ 
partially from the outside — but it seems logical to 
me that a church should exist for those who need 
its help, and not for those who by their own pro¬ 
fession are so good already that it is they who help 
the church. Now, you turn a man out of your 
church who behaves badly: that must be on the 
theory that his remaining in would injure the 
church, and that in turn involves the idea that it 
is the excellent character of the parishioners which 
imparts virtue to the church. The Catholics’ con¬ 
ception, you see, is quite the converse. Such vir- 
IIS 
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tue as they keep in stock is on tap, so to speak, 
here in the church itself, and the parishioners 
come and get some for themselves according to 
their need for it. Some come every day, some 
only once a year, some perhaps never between 
their baptism and their funeral. But they all have 
a right here, the professional burglar every whit as 
much as the speckless saint. The only stipulation 
is that they oughtn’t to come under false pre¬ 
tences : the burglar is in honor bound not to pass 
himself off to his priest as the saint. But that is 
merely a moral obligation, established in the bur¬ 
glar’s own interest It does him no good to come 
unless he feels that he is playing the rules of 
the game, and one of these is confession. If he 
cheats there, he knows that he is cheating nobody 
but himself, and might much better have stopped 
away altogether.” 

Theron nodded his head comprehendingly. 
He had a great many views about the Romanish 
rite of confession which did not at all square with 
this statement of the case, but this did not seem a 
specially fit time for bringing them forth. There 
was indeed a sense of languid repletion in his 
mind, as if it had been overfed and wanted to lie 
down for awhile. He contented himself with nod¬ 
ding again, and murmuring reflectively, ^^Yes, it 
is all strangely different.” 

His tone was an invitation to silence ; and the 
doctor turned his attention to the cigar, studying 
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its ash for a minute with an air of deep medita¬ 
tion; and then solemnly blowing out a slow series 
of smoke-rings. Theron watched him with an in¬ 
dolent, placid eye, wondering lazily if it was, after 
all, so very pleasant to smoke. 

There fell upon this silence — with a softness 
so delicate that it came almost like a progression 
in the hush — the sound of sweet music. For a 
little, strain and source were alike indefinite, — an 
impalpable setting to harmony of the mellowed 
light, the perfumed opalescence of the air, the lux¬ 
ury and charm of the room. Then it rose as by a 
sweeping curve of beauty, into a firm, calm, severe 
melody, delicious to the ear, but as cold in the 
mind’s vision as moonlit sculpture. It went on 
upward with stately collectedness of power, till the 
atmosphere seemed all alive with the trembling 
consciousness of the presence of lofty souls, sternly 
pure and pitilessly great. 

Theron found himself moved as he had never 
been before. He almost resented the discovery, 
when it was presented to him by the prosaic, 
mechanical side of his brain, that he was listening 
to organ-music, and that it came through the open 
window from the church close by. He would fain 
have reclined in his chair and closed his eyes, and 
saturated himself with the uttermost fulness of the 
sensation. Yet, in absurd despite of himself, he 
rose and moved over to the window. 

Only a narrow alley separated the pastorate from 
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the church; Mr. Ware could have touched with a 
walking-stick the opposite wall. Directly facing 
him was the arched and mullioned top of a great 
window. A dim light from within shone through 
the more translucent portions of the glass below, 
throwing out faint little bars of party-colored radi¬ 
ance upon the blackness of the deep passage-way. 
He could vaguely trace by these the outlines of 
some sort of picture on the window. There were 
human figures in it, and — yes — up here in the 
centre, nearest him, was a woman’s head. There 
was a halo about it, engirdling rich, flowing waves 
of reddish hair, the lights in which glowed like 
flame. The face itself was barely distinguishable, 
but its half-suggested form raised a curious sense 
of resemblance to some other face. He looked at 
it closely, blankly, the noble music throbbing 
through his brain meanwhile. 

It’s that Madden girl 1 ” he suddenly heard a 
voice say by his side. Dr. Ledsmar had followed 
him to the window, and was close at his shoulder. 

Theron’s thoughts were upon the puzzling 
shadowed lineaments on the stained glass. He 
saw now in a flash the resemblance which had 
baffled him. 'Ht is like her, of course,” he said. 

Yes, unfortunately, it is just like her,” replied 
the doctor, with a hostile note in his voice. 
'^Whenever I am dining here, she always goes in 
and kicks up that racket. She knows I hate it.” 

‘‘ Oh, you mean that it is she who is playing,” 
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remarked Theron. I thought you referred to — 
at least— I was thinking of— ” 

His sentence died off in inconsequence. He 
had a feeling that he did not want to talk with the 
doctor about the stained-glass likeness. The music 
had sunk away now into fragmentary and uncon¬ 
nected passages, broken here and there by abrupt 
stops. Dr. Ledsmar stretched an arm out past 
him and shut the window. Let ^s hear as little 
of the row as we can/’ he said, and the two went 
back to their chairs. 

Pardon me for the question,” the Rev. Mr. 
Ware said, after a pause which began to affect 
him as constrained, but something you said 
about dining — you don’t live here, then? In 
the house, I mean? ” 

The doctor laughed,—a characteristically abrupt, 
dry little laugh, which struck Theron at once as 
bearing a sort of black-sheep relationship to the 
priest’s habitual chuckle. That must have been 
puzzling you no end,” he said, — that notion that 
the pastorate kept a devil’s advocate on the prem¬ 
ises. No, Mr. Ware, I don’t live here. I inhabit 
a house of my own, — you may have seen it, — an 
old-fashioned place up beyond the race-course, 
with a sort of tower at the back, and a big garden. 
But I dine here three or four times a week. It is 
an old arrangement of ours. Vincent and I have 
been friends for many years now. We are quite 
alone in the world, we two, —much to our mutual 
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satisfaction. You must come iq) an<I see nw some 
time; come up and have a look over the luHiks 
vve were speaking of.” 

am much obliged,” said Iheron, witlunit 
enthusiasm. The thought of the doetm b) him* 
self did not attract him greatly. 

The reservation in his tone seemed tt) inlereHt 
the doctor. suppose you are the llrst man I 
have asked in a dozen years,” he remarked, frankly 
willing that the young minister sluniKl ap|utaaaie 
the favor extended him. ** It must he hillv that 
since anybody but Vincent Forl)es has been under 
my roof; that is, of my own 5 [ieeies, I mean/* 
‘'You live there quite ak)ne,” eMumnailrd 
Theron. 

Quite — with my d<jgs and rats ami h.Mid^ 
and my Chinaman. I nuist n’t furgrt hnn/* 1 fie 
doctor noted the inquiry in tlie olhr/a hlfv «| 
brows, and smilingly explained, ♦* lie i * my 
tary servant. Possibly he might n<4 appral lu y*jn 
much; but I can assure y<iu ite usril ta intrrr^t 
Octavius a great deal when I fint brtnight him 
here, ten years ago or so. He affurdr*! ii« t Mpa. 
tion for all the idle boys in the village f *r a tavrUr 
month at least They used in lie in w at f u turn 
all day long, with stones or horsra hr ann! i tu* 
snowballs, according in the seasutt. I'hr lirJo 
men from the wagort-works iiceiily killed him e 
or twice, but he patiently lived it ;dl ihiwii. 'f he 
Chinaman has the patience to live cvn^ihuig 
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down, —the Caucasian races inchulod. lie will 
see us ail to bed, will that gentleman with the 

pigtail! ” 

llie music over in tlie churt'h had lifted itself 
again inlo fnin and sei|uence, and (lefied the 
titwcsl window, if anything, it was louder than 
lH‘tViri\ ami the sonorous roar td' the bass-pedals 
seeuuHi to !>e shaking the very walls. It was 
souieiluiig with a bigdunged, exultant, triiuigdung 
swing in it, — smnething which ongljt to have been 
snng on tiu; batllefndtl at the close uf day by the 
whole jubilaut. army cjf victors. It was impossible 
to prcteml not tt» be lisUming t<i it ; but the <loctor 
Mibiiilited wilh an oln iiHis scowl, and l)it off the 
tip iif his tlhnl ci^tar willi an aimoyctl air. 

** You tioif t seem to care much for music, 
suggested Mr. Ware, when a lull came, 

l>r. Iwdnuiar lindted tip, Ughtetl mau h in hand. 
‘^^Siy musicians!*’ he growled, Has it ever 
oci iirnal to you,** lie went on, between puffs ut 
tin’ flame, tliat the only animals who make the 
nui .es we csdl music are i>f the binl funily, —a de» 
based oflshoot of the reptilian ereation,---the very 
lowest types of tin* vertebrala muv in e.xistence? 
I illdit ufion the fnrallel among fuunans. I have 
in my timi% sir, hud lamsideralile opptirtunities 
for stmiying dose at liaml the vatious tmlers of 
mammalia who deViUi^ themselves to what they 
ilescnbe as tlu‘ arts. It; may sound a harsh jmlg* 
innii, but I am <*onvim'ed that inusicums stand 
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on the very bottom rung of the latUicr in ilu' sii!>- 
cellar of human intelligence,—even lower 
painters and actors.” 

This seemed such imqualifietl luuiisense Ut tli#* 
Rev. Mr. Ware that he oficred iu> eotuiiu iii wluit 
ever upon it. He tried insteail to diviit lu» 
thoughts to the stormy strains vvliit h rollril in 
through the vibrating brickwork* aiui to pic tmr 
to himself the large, capable figure of MKs Maddni 
seated in the half-light at the organ board, .way < 
ing to and fro in a s[)lenditl ecstahv of p aver as 
she evoked at will this superb and tUileied iipiei ir. 
But the doctor broke insistently in t}p»ui 
musings. 

''All art, so-called, is deeay,’* he said. rat.mg 
his voice. "When a race begins Uj biouil lai ih^ 
beautiful, — so-called, —it is a sign id’ lot, id gc-t 
ting ready to fall from the tn’e. l ake tli** Jru 
those marvclIoiLS old felhnvs, -who wri«' ni-vrr 
more than a handful, yet have imp* .t t| thr suit- 
of their ideas and their go<ls upun u. fa fjionj 
hundred years. Why? They weie fiilnddm by 
their most fundamental law to make '.tnlpftnr-, i.r 
pictures. That was at a tinm when thr iTA ptear*, 
when the As.syrians, aud other Sruntr ., wetr mu. 
ning to artistic riot. Mvery great lun .enm ui rUr 
world now has whole tlooDi tk-viits-d tu 'aatur** 
from the Nile, and marvelkmH earving'i hmu ihr 
palaces of Sargon and Asstirbanipal. Vmu i .m i^ri 
the artistic remains of the Jews timing llui wluilc 
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period into a child’s wheelbarrow. They had the 
sense and strength to penalize art; they alone sur¬ 
vived. They saw the Egyptians go, the Assyrians 
go, the Greeks go, the late Romans go, the Moors 
in Spain go, — all the artistic peoples perish. They 
remained triumphing over all. Now at last their 
long-belated apogee is here; their decline is at 
hand. I am told that in this present generation 
in Europe the Jews are producing a great lot of 
young painters and sculptors and actors, just as 
for a century they have been producing famous 
composers and musicians. That means the end 
of the Jews ! ” 

“ What! have yon only got as far as that ? 
came the welcome interruption of a cheery voice. 
Father Forbes had entered the room, and stood 
looking down with a whimsical twinkle in his eye 
from one to the other of his guests. 

You must have been taken over the ground at 
a very slow pace, Mr. Ware,” he continued, chuck¬ 
ling softly, to have arrived merely at the collapse 
of the New Jerusalem. I fancied I had given him 
time enough to bring you straight up to the end 
of all of us, with that Chinaman of his gently slap¬ 
ping our graves with his pigtail. That’s where the 
doctor always winds up, if he ’s allowed to run his 
course.” 

It has all been very interesting, extremely so, 
I assure you,” faltered Theron. It had become 
suddenly apparent to him that he desired nothing 
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SO much as to make his escape, — that he liar! in ¬ 
deed only been waiting for tiie bast's retma la 
do so. 

He rose at this, and explained that he iwist lie 
going. No special effort being put furib to u’ . 
strain him, he presently made his way out, Father 
Forbes hospitably following him rlown to ilir rlour, 
and putting a very gracious cordiality iiilo Ids 
adieux. 

The night was warm and black. 'riicriUt sittisd 
still in it the moment the Ilastoratcr lour had < : 

the sudden darkness was .so thir^k that it wa.\ d% if 
he had closed liLs eyes, ilis daninaiu sciisatiiiii 
was of a deep relief and rest afu-r Munr undnr 
fatigue. It crossed his mimi that dnuikcn nifn 
probably felt like that as they leaned again-.i iluo 
on their way home. He was affrricti iduiMdl, lir 
saw, by the wearine.sH and halFn uc.tM tullutttii,; 4 
mental intoxication. The rsmccit pira wd tma, 
and he smiled to himself as he tiirued .md ImmI, iK«' 
first homeward steps. It mica be lor, 

he thought. Alice wotikl be womlrfinji shv 
waited. 

There was a street lamp at the roiiicj, .oitf 
he walked toward it he ntite<l all .•:! om r ih a hi i 
feet were keeping str'p to the mf.'vrmr*i!! lU thr 
mu.sic proceeding from the tugan h ithm ihr * l^io it, 
— a vaguely prtKa*Hsional air, iiMikrd niMii-h jt'. 
measure, but still with a dreamy elirct, || fr 
came a pleasure to identifv hii priigrev* wiili ibr 
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quaint rliytlim of sound as he sauntered along, 
lie disi'overcd, as lie neared the light, that he 
was instiiu'tively stepping over the seams in the 
flagstone sidtnvalk as lie had done as a hoy. He 
smiled again at this. Tliere ‘mis something ex- 
c'eptionally juvenile an<l Inioyant about his mood, 
runv tliat he exauiined it. He set it down as a 
reacTiiUi from that doctor’s extravagant aiul incen¬ 
diary tilk. One thing was certain,— he would 
never he lanight up at that iuutst* heyund the race¬ 
course, with its reptiles mul its ('hinaman. Shtnild 
luM'vsu* even go to tlie pastorate again? He de¬ 
cided nut to qtiitc* dermitely answer //ia/ in the 
nei*attvr, hut as he felt ni>w, the trhanees were all 

against it. 

l.urmng tlie corner, and walking tU’f into tlm 
shatlowH ahmg the sitle uf tire truge chureli hniUh 
irig,‘rhrron noted, alnurst at the emlof the edifice, 
a ^anall door, tiu* entrance to a p<»rch coming 
out ti^ the siiiewaik, — wliich sUhkI wide open. A 
turn, pale, vritical lim* of ligiit showed that the 
imu-r dt>or, to.>^ was ajar. 

Through this wee aperture* the organ anusie, re- 
diH'csl and meliiiweil hy ilistanee, came to him 
again with tliat same curious, iutimaie, personal 
relation whicii liafl so mtna*d him at lire start, 
before the dt^lor t'losed tlie window. It was as 
if it was being playc*d fu’ him akine. 

Hr panwal for a iloubting minute or two, witli 
b.»wed lieatl, listening lo ilic extpibkc harmony 
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which floated out to caress anti autl fut’ilil 

him. There was no spiritual, or at K*a^t pants, 
effect in it now. He fancied that it must In* 
secular music, or, if not, then sinuething adapted 
to marriage ceremonies, — rich, vivkl, pussiuiiate, a 
celebration of beauty and the glory of possession, 
with its ruling note of joy only heightem^d by soft, 
wooing interludes, and here anti there the trrauir 
of a fond, timid little sub. 

Theron turned away irresolutely, tialf frightened 
at the undreamt-of im|)ressicm this nuisit' was inak 
ing upon him. Then, all at onr«\ hr wherlrd and 
stepped boldly into the parch, pushing thr imirr 
door open and hearing it rustle against its irathnn 
frame as it swung to behind liiin. 

He had never been inside a (‘.itholie t hun h 
before. 



CHAPTICR IX 


jF.REMLin Mm>dkn was to be probably 

t!u‘ rirliest man in Octavius. 'I'lierc was no doubt 
at; all aliout bin being its least pretentious eiti/.en. 

*rhi‘ Inige and ornate modern mansion which he 
had built,, pulling to shame every other house in 
tlie plai'c, gave an effect tjf ostentation to the 
Matiileiis as a family ; it seemeil only to accen¬ 
tuate tlir air ttf humility whieh enveloped Jeremiah 
as wiih a garment. ICverylHuly knew stune version 
id* the many talcs aih.)at whiclg in a kiiully spirit, 
illiiilraUHl the imamgrtuty between hitn and his 
s|i|eiulitl haliiiatitui. Some had it that lu' slept in 
the shetl. Olliers told vvhimHh-al stories of his 
!'iiuing altme in the kit*‘!ien evenings, smoking his 
t»l*l flay pipes ami rairrowing bei'anst' the se’eond 
Mrs, Madden Wiiuld not sutfer the pigs aiul 
diickens to eaime in arid bear him raingany, lint 
no matter how comit: the exaggc'ratum, these 
legends were invariably arihabh*. It lay in no 
maids mouth to speak liurshly tif Jeremiali 
Madden. 

He had been born a Oomuanara peasant, and 
lii’ Wi»uld iUe «me. Wlien lie %vas ten years <ihl he 
liad seen ‘.omr of liis own family, and mast of his 
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neighbors^ starve to death. He could remembei 
looking at the stiffened figure of a woman stretched 
on the stones by the roadside, with the green stain 
of nettles on her white lips. A girl five years or' 
so older than himself, also a Madden and distantly 
related, had started in despair off across the moun¬ 
tains to the town where it was said the poor-law 
officers were dealing out food. He could recall 
her coming back next day, wild-eyed with hunger 
and the fever; the officers had refused her relief 
because her bare legs were not wholly shrunken to 
the bone. While there’s a calf on the shank, 
there’s no starvation,” they had explained to her. 
The girl died without profiting by this official 
apothegm. The boy found it burned ineffaceably 
upon his brain. Now, after a lapse of more than 
forty years, it seemed the thing that he remem¬ 
bered best about Ireland. 

He had drifted westward as an unconsidered, 
unresisting item in that vast flight of the famine 
years. Others whom he rubbed against in that 
melancholy exodus, and deemed of much greater 
promise than himself, had done badly. Somehow 
he did well. He learned the wheelwright’s trade, 
and really that seemed all there was to tell. The 
rest had been calm and sequent progression,— 
steady employment as a journeyman first; then 
marriage and a house and lot; the modest start 
as a master; the move to Octavius and cheap 
lumber; the growth of his business, always marked 
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of late years stupendous, — all following naturally, 
easily, one thing out of another. Jeremiah en¬ 
countered the idea among his fellows, now and 
again, that he was entitled to feel proud of all this. 
He smiled to himself at the thought, and then 
sent a sigh after the smile. What was it all but 
empty and transient vanity ? The score of other 
Connemara boys he had known — none very for¬ 
tunate, several broken tragically in prison or the 
gutter, nearly all now gone the way of flesh — were 
as good as he. He could not have it in his heart 
to take credit for his success; it would have been 
like sneering over their poor graves. 

Jeremiah Madden was now fi%-three, — a little 
man of a reddened, weather-worn skin and a medi¬ 
tative, almost saddened, aspect. He had blue 
eyes, but his scanty iron-gray hair showed raven 
black in its shadows. The width and prominence 
of his cheek-bones dominated all one’s recollec¬ 
tions of his face. The long vertical upper-lip and 
irregular teeth made, in repose, an unshapely 
mouth j its smile, though, sweetened the whole 
countenance. He wore a fringe of stiff, steel- 
colored beard, passing from ear to ear under his 
chin. His week-day clothes were as simple as his 
workaday manners, fitting his short black pipe and 
his steadfast devotion to his business. On Sun¬ 
days he dressed with a certain rigor of respecta¬ 
bility, all in black, and laid aside tobacco, at least 
to the public view. He never missed going to the 
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early Low Mass, quite alone. Umih .iHv.iyi 

came later, at the ten o clock !L-^h M . 

There had been, at one time or aii.illirr, a 
many members of this family. 1'wo wnr. fi.ol 
borne Jeremiah Madden a iaul of tti.rr a 
children. Of these there snrvivrd ii.nv onlv iw,t 
of the first Mrs. Madden’s Mi. hirl jtui 

Celia—and a son of the |»rr^rni ||,Ht 

been baptized Terence, hot c.dird hifo-.rli Th^^a- 
dore. This minority of the family ihr 

great new house on Main Sirrrt l^trnn.ih wnn 
every Sunday afternexm by hiin.^li i-» knrrl %n thf* 
presence of the majority, there' ihrv l.iv m 

Saint Agnes* consecralctl gf4itiir-i. U 
was good, he generally cxirndrd hv^ 
the fields to an oh! deserted i'ith-dii 
which had been used only in thr nv.i 
the famine iinushm, and ine.% ikxn i-’j., <0,.,.^, 
The old wagonanaker hknt h* Ci- 

itive, neglected stonrs wlmdi iiiukr ! i]. - .4 

these earlier exiles. Fuliv h.did 4 thr nr.- uiti -fn 
mentioned his (’uimty (i.dw.tv, - thrtr 1,4.1 

naming the very parKh luv lA- 

date on any stmie was ui ih^ t-m *?re 
I'hey haci ail ix*rn sin* k^n m ihn 

strange land with lU bo.?:r| 
memory of their own vi!!, hfttut-f, 
coast air was firdi wnlnii liirm, tkr 

clumsy snilpnirr, with Hi ** li. t, I**,1 - pi .v i..r 
the Soul cd/' half to hr gn»""rjrd 4rid<*r ll\r 
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and moss of a generation, there would seem to 
him but a step from this present to that heart¬ 
rending, awful past. What had happened between 
was a meaningless vision, — as impersonal as the 
passing of the planets overhead. He rarely had 
an impulse to tears in the new cemetery, where his 
ten children were. He never left this weed-grown, 
forsaken old God’s-acre dry-eyed. 

One must not construct from all this the image 
of a melancholy man, as his fellows met and knew 
him. Mr. Madden kept his griefs, racial and indi¬ 
vidual, for his own use. To the men about him in 
the offices and the shops he presented day after 
day, year after year, an imperturbable cheeriness 
of demeanor. He had been always fortunate in 
the selection of lieutenants and chief helpers. Two 
of these had grown now into partners, and were 
almost as much a part of the big enterprise as 
Jeremiah himself. They spoke often of their 
inability to remember any unjust or petulant word 
of his, — much less any unworthy deed. Once 
they had seen him in a great rage, all the more 
impressive because he said next to nothing. A 
thoughtless fellow told a dirty story in the pres¬ 
ence of some apprentices ; and Madden, listening 
to this, drove the offender implacably from his 
employ. It was years now since any one who knew 
him had ventured upon lewd pleasantries in his 
hearing. Jokes of the sort which women might 
hear he was very fond of, though he had not 
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much humor of his own. ih’ iMrsk^ Uv Intw 
nothing whatever, and he mado uiiiv ihr 
perfunctory pretence now aiui ag.tin tf.uimii 
the newspapers. 

The elder son hlichael was vrrv Hk*' !us idthrr, 
— diligent, unassuming, kindly, and ^i:u!dr, 4 
plain, tall, thin retl man nr.irly thaiH* whu 
toiled in paper cap and ndkai up slm? T-riri a*, 
the superintendent in the sawaiiill, and pu? *.-.n tin 
airs whatever as the son td* the nre-irr. fi tUri^ 
was surprise ft‘lt at his not Iwmi; t.tkrfi mr » ihr 
firm as a partner, he gave no lea? -.'.uj-j,/; it. 
He attemled to his religious «iufir-a uiilj 
and was President of the Stidahev 4-. a jh'.i* i 
course, lids was regardet! ai fu-. hUuA m . ..lud 
young employet^s wlm eultiv i!, A ; t 151 [ *. 
broad their phylacteries under hri n a;. « -o.-iin.lv 

had an added ehanee of geiiau; «>n h :ijt th-- 
works. I'o Siime few whoui h- -e.- • .A.'v 

well, Michael would cutjfc'is th4t if Ih* u.i*l k 4 I i:.?* 
brains for it, he shonld have wrdird i-* 4 pf?.- 4, 

He (lisplayeti no im linatiun to niirry. 

'Phe other son, lVreu*'e, -j, 

years younger, and sreiijrd ehr i 

wholly diOereiU rare. 'I'hr 
AfichatTs samly skin and .,*,1 

this dark boy’s handouu-. r^ciadr:! 
prettily curling lnM\ h.ur, oo . .-4 

brown eyes, and flrh» ih-ly uiih-li- l 
!JOt more* ofivioiH lliari tlinr |riii|ici'4liirot4| 

KU 
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ration. I'his second hid hatl been away fur years 
at sciuxd, — imieeil* at a good many schools, fur 
no one seemed to manage to kc'ep him lung. He 
had been with the Jesuits at tleurgeUuvn, with the 
C’hristian Brothers at Manhattan ; the sectarian 
Mt. St. Mary's ami the severely secular Annapolis 
had both Ihh'U Irietl, and proved misfits. T'he 
young man was home again now, and save that Ids 
name had lietaune d'hetHiore, he appeared in no 
wisi‘ (‘hanged from the beautiful, wilful, bold, and 
showy hi^y who had gone away in his teens. He 
was still rather small for his years, but .so grace¬ 
fully mouhled in ftjrm, and so perh'etly tailored, 
that the fart secuui'd ratluu’ an advantage than 
(Uhrrwia'. lie iirver (hraiurti of going near the 
wagiui works, but lu* ditl gvi a gtHi l deal iu fa<*t, 
irnssi of the tinu* to the Nedaluna (‘iul). His 
niotlier spoke often to her fiiends about her tears 
for Ids Insdth. He mwau’ spoke to Ids friends 
aliout his motlier at all. 

‘Hu* seiamd Mrs. Madden did not, imbu'd, 
appeal slruugjy ti» tin* famdv [»ride. Slu* had bei’ii 
a Miss Euli'v, a dren. maki'r, and an tdd maid, 
jeremdah had married lier after a brief widower- 
IuhhI, primairdly hei ause she was the sister of his 
parish prit*st, and had a ('onsiihu'ahh^ reputation 
for piely. It was at a time when the expansion of 
Ids IjU'driess was prondstttg certain wealth, and 
Miggetaiug tlie rmmival to ()rtavius. He was ('on- 
sriuus of a m^ion that ids obligations to strcial 
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respectability were increasing; it was certain that 
the embarrassments of a motherless family were. 
Miss Foley had shown a good deal of attention to 
his little children. She was not ill-looking; she 
bore herself with modesty; she was the priest’s 
sister, — the niece once removed of a vicar-gen¬ 
eral. And so it came about. 

Although those most concerned did not say so, 
everybody could see from the outset the pity of its 
ever having come about at ail. The pious and 
stiffly respectable priest’s sister had been harmless 
enough as a spinster. It made the heart ache to 
contemplate her as a wife. Incredibly narrow¬ 
minded, ignorant, suspicious, vain, and sour- 
tempered, she must have driven a less equable 
and well-rooted man than Jeremiah Madden to 
drink or flight. He may have had his temptations, 
but they made no mark on the even record of his 
life. He only worked the harder, concentrating 
upon his business those extra hours which another 
sort of home-life would have claimed instead. 
The end of twenty years found him a rich man, 
but still toiling pertinaciously day by day, as if he 
had his wage to earn. In the great house which 
had been built to please, or rather placate, his 
wife, he kept to himself as much as possible. The 
popular story of his smoking alone in the kitchen 
was more or less true ; only Michael as a rule sat 
with him, too weak-kinged for tobacco himself, but 
.reading stray scraps from the papers to the lonely 
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old man, and talking with him about the works, 
the while Jeremiah meditatively sucked his clay 
pipe. One or two evenings in the week the twain 
spent up in Celia’s part of the house, listening with 
the awe of simple, honest mechanics to the music 
she played for them. 

Celia was to them something indefinably less, 
indescribably more, than a daughter and sister. 
They could not think there had ever been any¬ 
thing like her before in the world; the notion of 
criticising any deed or word of hers would have 
appeared to them monstrous and unnatural. 

She seemed to have come up to this radiant and 
wise and marvellously talented womanhood of hers, 
to their minds, quite spontaneously. There had 
been a little Celia, — a red-headed, sulky, mutinous 
slip of a girl, always at war with her step-mother, 
and affording no special comfort or hope to the 
rest of the family. Then there was a long gap, 
during which the father, four times a year, handed 
Michael a letter he had received from the superi¬ 
oress of a distant convent, referring with cold for¬ 
mality to the studies and discipline by which Miss 
Madden might profit more if she had been better 
brought up, and enclosing a large bill. Then all 
at once they beheld a big Celia, whom they spoke 
of as being home again, but who really seemed 
never to have been there before,—a tall, hand¬ 
some, confident young woman, swift of tongue and 
apprehension, appearing to know everything there 
I3S 
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was to be known by the most leanunl, able to 
paint pictures, carve wood, speak in divors 
gua.ges, and make music for the goils, yt‘t with it 
all a very proud lady, one iniglit s:iy a tpu-em 
The miracle of such a Celia as this impres*.rd 
itself even upon the stej)-uu)ther. IMrs. Matiik-ii 
had looked forward with a certain grim tighlctiing 
of her combative jaws to the luime-c<Hning t»f the 
^‘red-head.” She felt herself imieh iiutre the tine* 
lady now than she had been when the girl went 
away. She had her carriage now, and tiie mag ¬ 
nificent new house was nearly finished, and she hati 
a greater number of ailments, and spent far uuuf* 
money^on doctor’s bills, than any other Inly in 
the whole section. 'I'lie flush of pride in her 

greatest achievement up to date. haviny, thr 

most celebrated of New \ork [ihy:a< ims 
up to Octavius by spe(dal train still pu»kh..! m 
her blood. It was in all tiie papi-r., and the 
admiration of the flatterers and '‘sob sawdlniri . “ 
— wives of Irish merchants aiul .smailn prt»tes- 
sional men who formed her .social ciu le w.r* 
raising visions in her poor head at' going ne\i yc ii 
with Theodore to Saratoga, and fcarmag the 
attention of the whole fashitmable lepublit np^n 
the variety and rcsourees of lier iin.ilj lean. Mm. 
Madden’s fan<7 did md run to the length i 4 ' .* s-mg 
her step-daugdUer abo at Sar.Uoga ; li pa too d 
her still as the sullen ami hated ''icdhr.i,!/’ 
moping defiantly in corners, or i-yurting by Ivt 
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insolence the punishments which leaped against 
their leash in the step-mother’s mind to get at her. 

The real Celia, when she came, fairly took Mrs. 
Madden’s breath away. The peevish little plans 
for annoyance and tyranny, the resolutions born of 
ignorant and jealous egotism, found themselves 
swept out of sight by the very first swirl of Celia’s 
dress-train, when she came down from her room 
robed in peacock blue. The step-mother could 
only stare. 

Now, after two years of it, Mrs. Madden still 
viewed her step-daughter with round-eyed uncer¬ 
tainty, not unmixed with wrathful fear. She 
still drove about behind two magnificent horses; 
the new house had become almost tiresome by 
familiarity; her pre-eminence in the interested 
minds of the Dearborn County Medical Society was 
as towering as ever, but somehow it was all 
different. There was a note of unreality nowadays 
in Mrs. Donnelly’s professions of wonder at her 
bearing up under her multiplied maladies; there 
was almost a leer of mockery in the sympathetic 
smirk with which the Misses Mangan listened to 
her symptoms. Even the doctors, though they 
kept their faces turned toward her, obviously did 
not pay much attention ,* the people in the street 
seemed no longer to look at her and her equipage 
at all. Worst of all, something of the meaning of 
this managed to penetrate her own mind. She 
caught now and again a dim glimpse of herself as 
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others must have been seeing' her ! 'f v.m: . 1 , a 

stupid, ugly, boastful, ami bad teu.p. i. .1 •■M leu- 
sance. And it was always as 11 she s.ea i;,., m a 

mirror held u|> by (..elia. 

Of open tliscord there had been ne\t t-■ n uir. 
Celia would not permit it, and sh-m-d the, s.i 
clearly from the start that there w.i, -s .u, Iv n..«.! 
for her saying it. It .seeimd haidlv ir . r -.sn nn 
her to put into words any ot her de •u,- •, i n in.it 
matter. All existing arr.ingeinet.i. m the M i !■ Im 
household seemed R. shiink .in!..n.AS.. iPv a»d 
make room for her, whii hevei w sy -.le' « u..’- 1, 
A whole (piarter of the nulim.ied 1. ''i,- v-t , U' 
apart for her. Partitions alt,•red th-n-,. 
ways moved acrtm t«» i>f»|nr»i!r m- 
opened itself, tall and drrp. i.a- ii u a %ui,a 

statue,— simply becaiiAiMt ta- t rU.i 

willed it HO. 

When the family m>ar-l mi-» ila. r.; .,m aj, ii 
was with a <‘t*USi'iaU-,U,rA» lur ■■‘-.i.- u 

really bebngi**! tli*U'r wdd i» .'dd 

behave like uiu* pnlailv ai ■. -u-d 

entirely natural tu ihr «a.hri - .-i: l d* 

just what slu* liked, blial lir=';a *4! h >u.\ d ■• a •i-f.-u 

of the house, tali’ lea he'd. di-O'" a d.d • I- it dr, 

pt)Se<l and keep :aii hwi; . .t. m .t un 

wluin. It’ :t!ie aw,.lkrfe-d lirar .a r!,d;:!..:.t r> ira 
ptaiu*, <u' de|e?i«’d h a ltiv',d.n.t tr i'., - I.r» ' .uro 
noon, they ieh deu a. foua I-- .ki i 
Celia did it. She ||.;*| t,ir, 
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only divans and huge, soft cushions, its walls 
covered with large copies of statuary not too 
strictly clothed, which she would suffer no one, 
not even the servants, to enter. Michael fancied 
sometimes, when he passed the draped entrance 
to this sacred chamber, that the portiere smelt of 
tobacco, but he would not have spoken of it, even 
had he been sure. Old Jeremiah, whose estab¬ 
lished habit it was to audit minutely the expenses 
of his household, covered over round sums to 
Celia’s separate banking account, upon the mere 
playful hint of her holding her check-book up, 
without a dream of questioning her. 

That the step-mother had joy, or indeed any¬ 
thing but gall and wormwood, out of all this is 
not to be pretended. There lingered along in 
the recollection of the family some vague memo¬ 
ries of her having tried to assert an authority over 
Celia’s comings and goings at the outset, but 
they grouped themselves as 'only parts of the gen¬ 
eral disorder of moving and settling, which a fort¬ 
night or so quite righted. Mrs. Madden still 
permitted herself a certain license of hostile 
comment when her step-daughter was not present, 
and listened with gratification to what the women 
of her acquaintance ventured upon saying in the 
same spirit; but actual interference or remonstrance 
she never offered nowadays. The two rarely met, 
for that matter, and exchanged only the baldest 
and curtest forms of speech. 
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Celia Madden interested all Octavius dee[>Iy. 
This she must have done in any case, it’ only 
because she was the only daughter of its richest 
citizen. But the bold, luxuriant quality of her 
beauty, the original and piquant freedom cvf her 
manners, the stories told in gossip al)uut her law* 
lessness at home, her intellectual attainments, and 
artistic vagaries, — tliese were even more tvxciting. 
The unlikelihood of lier marrying any one - - at 
least any Octavian — was felt to add a certain 
romantic zest to the image she made on the local 
perceptions. There was no visible young Irish ¬ 
man at all approaching the social and financial 
standard of the Maddens ; it was taken for grantcnl 
that a mixed marriage was quite out of the tpics- 
tion in this case. She setmicd to iiavt* more 
business about the church th:in even (in* piira. 
She was always playing tlic organ, or doilliag the 
choir, or decorating the altars with tlnwers, itr 
looking over the robes of the acolytes ft»r rents 
and stains, or going in or out o( tlu- pastorate. 
Clearly this was not the sort of girl to take a 
Protestant husband. 

The gossip of the town conf'crnitig her was, 
however, exclusively Protestant. 'l'h»* Irish spnke 
of her, even among themstdves, tnu s(‘ldom. 1 hfuc 
was no occasion for them to pretend to like her; 
they did not know her, exci*[»t in the ntost distant 
and formal hishion. Isven the members t»f the 
choir, of both sexes, had tlie sense of being held 
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away from her at haughty arm’s length. No 
single parishioner tlreained of calling her friend. 
But wluui they n‘ferred to her, it was always with 
a cautious and respectful rtUit'cncc. For one 
thing, slie was the daughter of their chief man, the 
man they most esteenu'd and IovchI, For another, 
reservatii>ns they may have had in their souls about 
her touched idcKse u|)on a de!i<'ately sore spot. It 
ctiukl not esc'ape their notu'c tltat their Frotestauc 
neighliors were wabdung her with vigilant euriusity, 
am! with a certain tcndeney to wink when her 
naiiit* <'ame intt» ('onversution along with that of 
luithrr Idu'lu/s. it had never yet got beyond ix 

tmideut V,. the barerd Ihittering suggestioti of a 

teiuptcil eVidi*!, but the wludc Iridi p<ipulation 
<d' the pla<a^ felt tliinnselvi’S to be waitiug', with 
cdefudied fists fiut sinking iusuls, ft>r the wink 
ilHidf. 

'The Rev. dlun'tm Ware had not <MUght even tlu* 
faime»4 liint of tliese ov<utures to sus[ncion. 

When lie liad entered tlu' huge, ilark, e<iul vault 
t*f die i liun h, he- citultl srr noiidug at first Imt a 
flint light up oviu* tiu' g. illerv» far at the otlnu* end. 
'Then, liflie by liltle, Ids Mirroiindings shaped them¬ 
selves out of the g,k»om. d’o his right was u rail 
am! some bri>ad sirpi riang towanl a sohly con¬ 
fused mass of iinle gr-iy vortical Itars ami the pale 
twinkle of tinv spots nf |*ildrtl retiootioii, whhdi he 
in.tdi* tail in tlie dusk in b«* the eamlles ami trap» 
pings of the altar. C Ha-rhead the great an hea 
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faded away from foundations of dimly discernible 
capitals into utter blackness. There was a strange 
medicinal odor— as of cubeb cigarettes — in the 
air. 

After a little pause, he tiptoed noiselessly up the 
side aisle toward the end of the church, — toward 
the light above the gallery. This radiance from a 
single gas-jet expanded as he advanced, and 
spread itself upward over a burnished row of 
monster metal pipes, which went towering into the 
darkness like giants. They were roaring at him 
now, — a sonorous, deafening, angry bellow, which 
made everything about him vibrate. The gallery 
balustrade hid the keyboard and the organist from 
view. There were only these jostling brazen tubes, 
as big round as trees and as tall, trembling with 
their own furious thunder. It was for all the 
world as if he had wandered into some vast tragi¬ 
cal, enchanted cave, and was being drawn against 
his will — like fascinated bird and python — 
toward fate at the savage hands of these swollen 
and enraged genii. 

He stumbled in the obscure light over a kneel¬ 
ing-stool, making a considerable racket. On the 
instant the noise from the organ ceased, and he 
saw the black figure of a woman rise above the 
gallery-rail and look down. 

'^Who is it?” the indubitable voice of Miss 
Madden demanded sharply. 

Theron had a sudden sheepish notion of turning 
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and running. With the best grace he could sum¬ 
mon, he called out an explanation instead. 

Wait a minute. I’m through now. I’m com¬ 
ing clown,” she returned. He thought there was 
a note of amusement in her tone. 

She came to him a moment later, accompanied 
by a thin, tall man, whom Theron could barely see 
in the dark, now that the organ-light too was gone. 
This man lighted a match or two to enable them 
to make their way out. 

When they were on the sidewalk, Celia spoke : 

Walk on ahead, Michael! ” she said. I have 
some matters to speak of with Mr. Ware.” 



CHAITHR X 


“Wkll, what (litl you think uf r>r, ! ■ ! .rjs u > ■* 

The girl’s abrupt quesfiMii cMnir .ft a |.i 

Theron. They were walkiug alMUt: m a 4.ukii-vi 
so nearly coiu[>letf that hi* tAHiM *.i”e ns*\l 
ing of his anu|uuiiin. I’Tr -M.uur 
seemed to suggest a sort i>f itnpf.euinv. i Ir 
listened to the ftuitsteps llu* luau .de' jjI, w Ii* itu 
he gticssed to be a servant, - - ps-^ iniA.l iinn 
intent upon getting u|.» early nr\i su-mni,’; i.. jr?| 

everybody that the Metheidia nr.in .ea h. id ■i!.>|..|| 

into the ( athoiir rhuri h at ni-^i !•» ^.uk 
with Miss iMadden. I’hat W-r* An..,; ^,,r|y 

awkward,yi*s, u'i«r-»e iUau awIh. i.rl ’ |i 
mean ruin itself, Slie h.ul m-ie.i >n - i .P I U'l.a 
she had matters in talk b-.-n ib e; 

course inipluHl rtinfubaHami ih- la.m nuAa 
I)Ut heaven only kiitav wli.a < ^n-arn. rh.a. 

It was notorioih that srr^.ai?'i did n,:.- 
worst mcnires to rim.r ih-y ^%.»?k--d la I h - b.ur 
thought i)f llie ilrlnd^i -oi Ifjdi v-h.o?i 
in als(} dragging a ilaavnijai ju? » ihr 

thing was skkemng. And wh.k? .. ,aII -.k-- 
talk to him aboni, anvway ik.- -al-uK^ 

stretched it-ielf wnl n|Hin nn ms * ,.ui ui,v-i 
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miiia!)le period of anxious imhappiness. Mer 
mention of the doettu* at last somehow seemed to 
lighten the situation. 

** ()h, I tlu)ug!it he was very smart/’ he made 
liaste to answer. Would n’t it be better*—to — 
keep elose to your man? 1 le — may — think 
we ’ve gone some other way/’ 

** It would n’t matter if he did/* remarked ('elia. 
She appeart'tl to t'ornprehend his nervousness and 
lakt* |hty tm it, for she added, It is my brother 
Mieluu‘ 1 , as good a soul as ever lived, ile is quite 
used to my xvays/’ 

'riu* Rrv. Mr. Ware drew a long eomfi)riing 
brcMlh. )lu I stH '1 ih' wmit willi you to — 
brittg ViUi iioiur.’* 

** in !>linv tite <jrg.iu/* said tin* gjrl in the tiark, 
cinret tinglv, ** Uut about tiiat doetor; did y<»u 
like him ? ” 

** Well/’ 'llierem began, * like * is rather a 
siri»ng word tor so slunt an ar{|uaituanee. He 
talked voty Wi'll ; tlia.t is, fluently. Btit he is stj 
dilfri'ent fn»m any otlu*r man I have come into 
c'oiitaet with that ■ “ 

** What I wanted ytai to say was that you hated 
him/* put in (hdia. hrmlv. 

i don’t m.ike a prat tiec" tjf saying that of an)"’* 
tiody/’ returned d‘hrrt»n, st» mutdi at hisea.’«e again 
th at hi" ptit an cdfet t of itontle, smiling reproof 
into ihr Wiuds. **An»l why spot dally should I 
make an i*xee|>tion tor him?” 
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Because he’s a beast! ” 

Theron fancied that he understood, ‘‘ i nutiee»! 
that he seemed not to have much of an oar f<»r 
music,” he commented, with a little laugh. He 
shut down the window when you began to play. 
His doing so annoyed me, IxH'ausc I i wanlevi 
very much to hear it all. 1 never heard suidi 
music before. I — I came into the <’hart'h u> 
hear more of it; but then you stofiped ! *’ 

I will play for you st)me other time/* (*elia 
said, answering the reproatdi in his ttJiie. ** But 
to-night I wanted to talk with y()U instead.’* 

She kept silent, in spite (d this, .so huig runv 
that Theron was on the point of jestingly aski?jg 
when the talk was to begin, d'hen she put a ques¬ 
tion abruptly, — 

is a conventional way of putting it, but are 
you fond of poetry, Mr. Ware?” 

^^Well, yes, I suppose I am,” replied ‘Hiernn, 
much mystified. “ I can’t say that I am any gie u 
judge; but I like the things that I like ami 

Meredith,” interposed (Vlia, “make, uue ut‘ 
bis women, Emilia in England, say tliat pueiiy is 
like talking on tiptoe; like animal*, in « 
always going to one end and li.a k again. I^ h- , it 
imi)ress you that way? ” 

don’t know that it does/’ said he, <bdHMn',|y. 

It seemed, however, t<j Ik* Iier whim t.dk liter 
ature, and he went on: “ I’ve haidly read >dt re 
dith at all. I once borrowed his * Lm tle/ lint 
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stiinelunv I never got inter<.\stetl in it. I heard a 
ret'itation lus ouee, though,— a piece about a 
dead wife, and the husband and another man (puir- 
relling as to \vlu)st‘ portrait was in the hx'ket on 
her neck, and of their going up to settle the dis¬ 
pute, and finding that it was the likeness of a third 
man, a young |>riest, — and though it was very 
striking, it tlid uT give me a thirst to know his 
otlier |HH*ms. I fancied I shouhl nT like tluuu. 
Hut I daresay I was wrong. As I gi*t older, I fiiul 
that I take less narrow vkavs of literature, that 
is, (»f eoiirsi‘, of light liti-rature, ~aiul that— 
lint .. 

('elia men'ifully sto[ipiHl him. ‘‘d’he rtsason I 
aski'd ymi was she began, and then hersolf 

pauseti. 'MOr no, .- lunau* uiiml that, tell me 

something i*Ise. Are you tbnd t»f fuetures, statuary, 
tlie beautiful tilings of the Wiuld? Do great 
works of art, the big a<’hievementH of tin* big 
artisis, ap[»eal io you, stir you up?** 

** Alas 1 that is siuuething I ran only giu-ss at 
myself,“ answered 'Theroii, humbly, ‘‘ I havt? al¬ 
ways lived in little pLu t‘s. I suppose, from your 
point tjf view, I have lu’ver st-en a good [tainting 
in my life. I t*an only s.iy this, thouglg that it 
lias always vveiglual an mv mind as a great and 
siu’e deprivat ion, tins Ijeiiig shut out fismi knowing 
wliat other; uu*a.n when they talk aiul write* about 
art. Perhtps that may help you to gr*t at wh;it 
you are afis'r. If I ever went to New York, I feel 
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that one of the first things I should do would be 
to see all the picture galleries; is that what you 
meant? And — would you mind telling me — 
why you —? ” 

^^Whyl asked you?” Celia supplied his halt- 
ing question. No, I don't mind. I have a 
reason for wanting to know — to satisfy myself 
whether I had guessed rightly or not—about the 
kind of man you are. I mean in the matter of 
temperament and bent of mind and tastes.” 

The girl seemed to be speaking seriously, and 
without intent to offend. Theron did not find any 
comment ready, but walked along by her side, 
wondering much what it was all about. 

I daresay you think me ^ too familiar on short 
acquaintance,’” she continued, after a little. 

My dear Miss Madden 1 ” he protested per¬ 
functorily. 

*^No; it is a matter of a good deal of impor¬ 
tance,” she went on. can see that you are 
going to be thrown into friendship, close contact, 
with Father Forbes. He likes you, and you can’t 
help liking him. There is nobody else in this raw, 
overgrown, empty-headed place for you and him 
to like, —nobody except that man, that Dr. Leds- 
mar. And if you like him^ I shall hate you ! He 
has done mischief enough already. I am count¬ 
ing on you to help undo it, and to choke him off 
from doing more. It would be different if you 
were an ordinary Orthodox minister, all encased 
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like a terrapin in prejudices and nonsense. Of 
course, if you had been that kind, we should never 
have got to know you at all. But when I saw you 
in McEvoy’s cottage there, it was plain that you 
were one of us, — I mean a man, and not a mar¬ 
ionette or a mummy. I am talking very frankly 
to you, you see. I want you on my side, against 
that doctor and his heartless, bloodless science.’’ 

I feel myself very heartily on your side,” 
replied Theron. She had set their progress at a 
slower pace, now that the lights of the main street 
were drawing near, as if to prolong their talk. All 
his earlier reservations had fled. It was almost as 
if she were a parishioner of his own. I need 
hardly tell you that the doctor’s whole attitude 
toward — toward revelation — was deeply repug¬ 
nant to me. It does n’t make it any the less hate¬ 
ful to call it science. I am afraid, though,” he went 
on hesitatingly, ‘^that there are difficulties in the 
way of my helping, as you call it. You see, the 
very fact of my being a Methodist minister, and 
his being a Catholic priest, rather puts my interfer¬ 
ence out of the question.” 

No ; that does n’t matter a button,” said Celia, 
lightly. None of us think of that at all.” 

“There is the other embarrassment, then,” 
pursued Theron, diffidently, “that Father Forbes 
is a vastly broader and deeper scholar — in all 
these matters — than I am. How could I pos¬ 
sibly hope to influence him by my poor argu- 
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ments? I don’t know even the alphabet of the 
language he thinks in, — on these subjec ts, I 
mean.” 

«Of course you don’t 1 ” interposed thc^ girl 
with a confidence which the other, for all Iiis 
meekness, rather winced under, 'lluit was n’t 
what I meant at all. We don’t want arginneiUs 
from our friends : we want sympathies, seiisibiUties, 
emotional bonds. The right person’s sileiua* is 
worth more for companionshif) tlian tht‘ wisest 
talk in the world from anybody else. It is n’t 
your mind that is needed here, or what you know ; 
it is your heart, and what you feel You are full 
of poetry, of ideals, of generous, unselfish im¬ 
pulses. You see the human, the warm 4 »looded 
side of things. That is what is really vafuabK;. 
That is how you can help ! ” 

You overestimate me sadly,” protested 'riHUou, 
though with considerable toIeraiUH‘ for her err(U in 
his tone, “But you ought to tfll nu‘ snuuuliing 
about this Dr. Ledsmar, He sp(»ke of luang aii 
old friend of the ])r — of I*'athc'r I'drlH’S.” 

“ Oh, yes, they’ve always kiunvn isa luahrr ; iliat 
is, for many years. I'hcy were pnfirvstus together 
in a college once, heaven only knows htnv king 
ago. Then they separated, — ! fain y tlifv »|uar’ 
relied, too, before they parted. 'Du* dudor tame 
here, where some relative had U*ft him the place 
he lives in. Then in time the Hislmp < luimxd to 
send Father Forbes here, — tluit was alniut three 
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years ago, — and tlie two men after awhile renewed 
their old relations. 'I'hey tline togetlu'r ; that is 
the dtK't<n*’s stronghold. He knows nu^re about 
eating than any odier man alive, I believe. He 
stiuiies it as you wouUl sttuly a language. He 
has taught okl Maggie, at the pastorate there, to 
conk like the nuuher of all the Uehnonieos. Au<l 
wlnie they sit and stuff themselves, or Kdl about 
afterward like gorged snakes, they think it is 
smart to laugh at all the sweet ami lunmtiful things 
in life, and to sneer at pe‘ople who believe in 
ideals, and to talk about mankind being merely a 
fortuitous produft of fvnmuitation, and twaddle of 
that siu't. It makes me sirk ! ” 

** I van readily sev,” sai<l ‘l‘lu*rou, with svm" 
pallty, *Huiw surh a ta»ld, material, and, iufidol 
itdiuenee as that must shta k atul rmaiU an ishsou* 
tialiy religious tem|)eraitu'nt like yours.” 

Miss Madtiert itioked up at him. d'hey had 
tunusi int(j the main street, ami then* was liglit 
emmgii for lum to ileteet something starllittglv liki* 
a grin on her beatttilhl f;ua*. 

Hut I hn tint reliejous at all, you know.” he 
heard her say. I’m as Pagan as --anything 1 
i If rourse there art* fusus io he {diservetl, and so 
an ; I rat Iter like them than otherwise, I can 
make tluuu starve, very well for my own systcun ; 
for f am myst*!f, yott know, an (»ut attmut Hn*ek.** 
“Why, I hatl supposeil that ytni were fuIP 
tilnoded Irish,” tlu* Rev, Mr. Ware harnd liimseU 
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remarking, and then on the instant was over¬ 
whelmed by the consciousness that he had said a 
foolish thing. Precisely where the folly lay he did 
not know, but it was impossible to mistake the ges¬ 
ture of annoyance which his companion had in¬ 
stinctively made at his words. She had widened 
the distance between them now, and quickened 
her step. They went on in silence till they were 
within a block of her house. Several people had 
passed them who Theron felt sure must have 
recognized them both. 

What I meant was,” the girl all at once began, 
drawing nearer again, and speaking with patient 
slowness, “ that I find myself much more in sym¬ 
pathy with the Greek thought, the Greek theology 
of the beautiful and the strong, the Greek phil¬ 
osophy of life, and all that, than what is taught 
nowadays. Personally, I take much more stock in 
Plato than I do in Peter. But of course it is a 
wholly personal affair ; I had no business to bother 
you with it. And for that matter, I oughtn’t to 
have troubled you with any of our — ” 

assure you, Miss Madden ! ” the young min¬ 
ister began, with fervor. 

^^No,” she broke in, in a resigned and even 
downcast tone ; let it all be as if I had n’t spoken. 
Don’t mind anything I have said. If it is to be, it 
will be. You can’t say more than that, can you?” 

She looked into his face again, and her large 
eyes produced an impression of deep melancholy, 
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which Theron found himself somehow impelled to 
share. Things seemed all at once to have become 
ver}^sad indeed. 

It is one of my unhappy nights,” she ex¬ 
plained, in gloomy confidence. “ I get them 
every once in a while, — as if some vicious planet 
or other was crossing in front of my good star, 
— and then I’m a caution to snakes. I shut my¬ 
self up — that’s the only thing to do — and have 
it out with myself. I did n’t know but the organ- 
music would calm me down, but it hasn’t. I 
sha’n’t sleep a wink to-night, but just rage around 
from one room to another, piling all the cushions 
from the divans on to the floor, and then kicking 
them away again. Do you ever have fits like 
that ? ” 

Theron was able to reply with a good con¬ 
science in the negative. It occurred to him to 
add, with jocose intent: I am curious to know, 
do these fits, as you call them, occupy a prominent 
part in Grecian philosophy as a general rule? ” 

Celia gave a little snort, which might have sig¬ 
nified amusement, but did not speak until they 
were upon her own sidewalk. There is my 
brother, waiting at the gate,” she said then, briefly. 

‘'Well, then, I will bid you good-night here, I 
think,” Theron remarked, coming to a halt, and 
offering his hand. “ It must be getting very late, 
and my — that is — I have to be up particularly 
early to-morrow. So good-night; I hope you 
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will be feeling ever so much better in spirits in 
the morning.” 

‘^Oh^ that doesn’t matter,” replied the %irl, 
listlessly. It’s a very paltry little affair, this life 
of ours, at the best of it. Luckily it’s soon done 
with, — like a bad dream.” 

‘‘Tut! tut 1 I won’t have you talk like that 1 ” 
interrupted Theron, with a swift and smart assump¬ 
tion of authority. “ Such talk is n’t sensible, and 
it is n’t good. I have no patience with it! ” 

“ Well, try and have a little patience with me, 
anyway, just for to-night,” said Celia, taking 
the reproof with gentlest humility, rather to her 
censor’s surprise. “ I really am unhappy to-night, 
Mr. Ware, very unhappy. It seems as if all at 
once the world had swelled out in size a thousand¬ 
fold, and that poor me had dwindled down to the 
merest wee little red-headed atom, — the most 
helpless and forlorn and lonesome of atoms at 
that.” She seemed to force a sorrowful smile on 
her face as she added: “ But all the same it has 
done me good to be with you, — I am sure it has, 

— and I daresay that by to-morrow I shall be 
quite out of the blues. Good-night, Mr. Ware. 
Forgive my making such an exhibition of myself. 
I was going to be such a fine early Greek, you 
know, and I have turned out only a late Milesian, 

— quite of the decadence. I shall do better 
next time. And good-night again, — and ever so 
many thanks.” 
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She was walking l)riskly away toward tlie gate 
noWj where the shadowy Miehael still patiently 
stooil. M'herou strode off in the opposite direc¬ 
tion, taking huig, deHlierate stt‘ps, and bowing his 
head in tlunight. He inul his iuiuds behiiul his 
liat'k, as was his wont, and the senst‘ of their 
rct'ent eoutaet with her firm, ungloved hands was, 
(’uriously enough, the tiling which pushed itself 
up|iermost in his uiiiul. d'here had been a frank, 
almost manly vigor in her grasp ; he saitl to him¬ 
self that of ('ourse that eame from her playing st) 
much tm tlic keyboard; the exereise naturally 
Wi)uld give her large, n»lmst hamls. 

Suddenly he remcinluucd alunit the piano; he 
liad quite forgiJttca to suHrit her aid in sele<aing 
it. He turncil, upon the impulst', to gti back. 
She hail not entered the gate as yii, but stOiui, 
sliiningly visible under the street lamp, on the 
sidrvv.dk, aiul she was looking in his <iir<’etion. 
Hi* turuial again like ;i shot, and stsrird Imme- 
wai'tl. 

'Hie front ih»or t»f the parsonagt* was unlorUrd, 
ami in* maiie his way on tiptoe through the un- 
lightecl hall to the living room. 1’hf‘ stuffy air 
here was alnur'a -.uifbeatirig with tin* evil smell of a 
kerosene lamp ttirtusl di»wn toti low. Alha* sat 
asleep in lier idd farmlmuse rta kiug <'hair, witli an 
ine!t*gant darning-basket mi the talde by iier sitUu 
'file whole eflet't uf I lie roinn was as hart? aiul 
Sv|ua!id to 'llu’rtnfs newly informed eye as tiie 
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atmosphere was offensive to his nostrils. He 
coughed sharply, and his wile sat ii[) and KHslaai 
at the clock. It was after eleven. 

Where on earth have you been?” she a>ketl, 
with a yawn, turning up the wicdc of her sewing, 
lamp again. 

You ought never to turn clown a light hkt‘ tluitd' 
said Theron, with a complaining note in liis vcnee. 
^^It smells up the whole place. I never dreamt cl 
of your sitting up for me like this. \ou ought 1*1 
have gone to bed.” 

"^But how could I guess that you were going to 
be so late?” she retorted. “And you huvtMdt 
told me where you were. Is this book of yours 
going to keep you up like this right along ? ” 

The episode of the book was buried in tlu* 
young minister’s mind beneath such a mass (U* 
subsequent experiences that it rtsjuirt'd aii ctuai 
for him to grasp what she was talking abtuit. It 
seemed as if months had elapsed since he was iu 
earnest about that book; and yet lu* had left the 
house full of it only a ftav hours ludbre, I le siuuik 
his wits together, and made answer, ^ 

Oh, bless you, no! Only there annr :i very 
curious question. You have no i«lea, literally nt» 
conception, of the interesting and important piulo 
lems which are raised by the mere fact of Ahralumi 
leaving the city of Ur. It’s ama/tng, I ;issui,' 
you. I hadn’t realized it mystdf.” 

‘‘Well,” remarked Alice, rising, — ami with 
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good4mmor :iud pctiilaace .struggling sleepily in 
her tuiie, — ‘‘ nil i’ve got to say is, that if Al)ra'' 
ham has nT anything belter to tiu than to keep 
young ministers of liic gospel out, goodness kiunvs 
where, till all hours of the niglit, 1 wish to gra« 
cious he’d stayed in the city of Ur right straight 
along.” 

** Von have no idea wiiat a scholarly man I >r. 
Leiismar is,” d'heron siultlenly fouml himself iu- 
spiretl to vtilunteer. He has the most marvellous 
€i)llee.tion of books,— a whole library <icvoted to 
this very suliject, -and he has imt them all tpiile 
freely at my ilisposal. Extremely kind of him, 
isn’t it?” 

** Ueilsmar? Ledsin.ir?” queried Alien'. ** t 
chni'l sc'em to remeniber the nauu*. 1I<* isn't 
the little man with tin* birlliin.uk, wlu) sits in the 
pew bchiiul the l.ovejoys, is he? I think some 
one said /V w.is a doctor.” 

Vi’S, a !it»rse dtjctor!” said ‘Therou, with a 
sniif. No ; von haven’t seen this Dr. HcMb;mar 
at all. I I ihm’l lusav tiiat In* attends a,\y 
church regularly. I 'a raped hi; acquaintance t|nue 
by act ident. lit- rs ocilly a ch iraUtu'. He lives 
in the big luuiug jii a bcviind tlu* rare cunrsig yon 
ktunv ■■ ■■ llic one wsth the lowm' aU the bat'k ” 

** No, I know. How should I? I Nu* 

hartlly p^dvcil my nose uiiP.uU.: of the yaul situ*e 
I irave br-ea here.” 

** Well, yaix shall go,” saitl the Imshaud, con- 
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solingly. ^^You have been cooped up here tuu 
much, poor girl. I must take you out uuire, 
really. I don't know that I coukl take you 
to the doctor's place — without an invitation^ 
I mean. He is very queer about SiJine things. 
He lives there all alone, for instance, with tudy a 
Chinaman for a servant. He told me I was almost 
the only man he had asked undt‘r his rot^f for 
years. He isn’t a practising physiedan at all, you 
know. He is a scientist; he make.s ex[)erimrnt$ 
with lizards — and things.” 

^‘Theron,” the wife said, pausing lamp in haiul 
on her way to the bedroom, ** do you l>e careful, 
now! For all you know this doctor may lie a 
loose man, or pretty near an infidel. You ’ve gvit 
to be mighty particular in such matters, you know, 
or you’ll have the trustees down oil you lilo* a 
‘ thousand of bricks.’ ” 

I will thank the trustees to mind their own 
business,” said Thcron, stifily, and tiu^ .subjci t 
dropped. 

The bedroom window upstairs was ofu-n, and 
upon the fresh night air was borne in the shrill, 
jangling sound of a piano, being played off souu’ > 
where in the distance, but so vehemently that the 
noise imposed itself upon the silema* far and wide. 
Theron listened to this as he undressed, ii pro¬ 
ceeded from the direction of the main strecU, and 
he knew, as by instinct, that it was the Ma«itien 
girl who was playing. I'hc incongruity of the lu^ur 
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escaped his notice. He mused instead upon the wild 
and tropical tangle of moods, emotions, passions, 
which had grown up in that strange temperament. 
He found something very pathetic in that picture 
she had drawn of herself in forecast, roaming dis¬ 
consolate through her rooms the livelong night, 
unable to sleep. The woful moan of insomnia 
seemed to make itself heard in every strain from 
her piano. 

Alice heard it also, but being unillumined, she 
missed the romantic pathos. I call it disgrace¬ 
ful,” she muttered from her pillow, ^^for folks to 
be banging away on a piano at this time of night. 
There ought to be a law to prevent it.” 

^‘It may be some distressed soul,” said The- 
ron, gently, seeking relief from the curse of 
sleeplessness.” 

The wife laughed, almost contemptuously. 

Distressed fiddlesticks! ” was her only other 
comment. 

The music went on for a long time, — rising 
now to strident heights, now sinking off to the 
merest tinkling murmur, and broken ever and 
again by intervals of utter hush. It did not pre¬ 
vent Alice from at once falling sound asleep; but 
Theron lay awake, it seemed to him, for hours, 
listening tranquilly, and letting his mind wander at 
will through the pleasant antechambers of Sleep, 
where are more unreal fantasies than Dreamland 
itself affords. 




PART II 


CHAri'iCR xr 

For some weeks the Rev. Huthju Ware saw 
nothing of either the priest or the doetor, ov the 
interesting Miss Madden, 

There were, incleed, more urgent mattc^rs to 
think about. June had come ; and evt-ry sue- 
ceeding day brought closer to hand the tjnltMi 
his first Quarterly Conference in OcTavius, ‘IT. - 
waters grew distinctly rougher as his pasUiral bark 
neared this difficult passage. 

He would have ap|)r()aehed tlu* great event wiih 
an easier mind if he could have made tnit jn>t ii*>w 
he stood with his congregatit)n. rniurtuii.itelv 
nothing in his previous ex{»erien<*es helped him in 
the least to measure or guess at tin- feelmg, t-f 
these curious Octavians. d'heir Methodism seemed 
to be sound enough, and to sti<'k (piite ta the Inter 
of the Discipline, so long as it was expressed in 
formula. It was its wlueh he felt to be 

complicated by all sorts of conilitions wlu»lly novel 
to him. 

The existence of a line of stna*t*e:irs in the 
town, for example, would not impress the casual 
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thinker as likely to prove a rock in the path of 
peaceful religion. Theron, in his simplicity, had 
even thought, when he first saw these bobtailed 
cars bumping along the rails in the middle of the 
main street, that they must be a great convenience 
to people living in the outskirts, who wished to 
get in to church of a Sunday morning. He was 
imprudent enough to mention this in conversation 
with one of his new parishioners. Then he learned, 
to his considerable chagrin, that when this line was 
built, some years before, a bitter war of words had 
been fought upon the question of its being worked 
on the Sabbath day. The then occupant of the 
Methodist pulpit had so distinguished himself above 
the rest by the solemnity and fervor of his protests 
against this insolent desecration of God’s day that 
the Methodists of Octavius still felt themselves 
peculiarly bound to hold this horse-car line, its 
management, and everything connected with it, in 
unbending aversion. At least once a year they 
were accustomed to expect a sermon denouncing 
it and all its impious Sunday patrons. Theron 
made a mental resolve that this year they should 
be disappointed. 

Another burning problem, which he had not 
been called upon before to confront, he found 
now entangled with the mysterious line which 
divided a circus from a menagerie. Those itiner¬ 
ant tent-shows had never come his way heretofore, 
and he knew nothing of that fine balancing pro- 
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portion between ladies in ti^dits on horseb.u-k and 
cages full of deeply educational animals^ wliirh, 
even as the impartial rain, was designed v\n- 
brace alike the just and the unjust. I’liert* had 
arisen inside the Methodist society ot (U*ia\ius 
some painful episodes, connec'tcd with me in her; 
who took their children “just to see the animals^’ 
and were convicted of having alsti watched tlie 
Rose-Queen of the Arena, in her uiuHiualled living 
leap through eight hoops, with an ardent and tin 
ashamed eye. One of these cases still reinaincil 
the censorial docket of the church; and 1 heron 
understood that he was ex[>ectcd to name a t inn 
mittee of five to examine and try it. Tins he 
neglected to do. 

He was no longer at all certain that the* cun 
gregation as a whole liked his scnutui.. *1 he 

truth was, no doubt, that he liad learnnl ennn};h 
to cease regarding the (‘ongri^gatitm as a whuh*. 
He could still rely upon carrying along witli lum 
in his discourses from the pulpit a large uiajunty 
of interested and approving taees. Rut lu*ie, 
unhappily, was a case where the majoritv iliil not 
rule. The minority, relatively small in muuhrr ;, 
was prodigious in virile fon*e. 

More than twenty years had now tdapsrd since 
that minor schism in the Metfiodist KpiM'opal 
Church, the result of wiiicli was the iudcprndrnt 
body known as Free Mc?thodists, liml relieved the 
parent flock of its principal disturbing eienienh 
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The rupture came fittingly at that time when 
all the ^^isms” of the argumentative fifties were 
hurled violently together into the melting-pot of 
civil war. The great Methodist Church, South, 
had broken bodily off on the question of State 
Rights. The smaller and domestic fraction of 
Free Methodism separated itself upon an issue 
which may be most readily described as one of 
civilization. The seceders resented growth in 
material prosperity; they repudiated the intro¬ 
duction of written sermons and organ-music; 
they deplored the increasing laxity in meddle¬ 
some piety, the introduction of polite manners 
in the pulpit and class-room, and the develop¬ 
ment of even a rudimentary desire among the 
younger people of the church to be like others 
outside in dress and speech and deportment. 
They did battle as long as they could, inside the 
fold, to restore it to the severely straight and narrow 
path of primitive Methodism. When the adverse 
odds became too strong for them, they quitted the 
church and set up a Bethel for themselves. 

Octavius chanced to be one of the places where 
they were able to hold their own within the church 
organization. The Methodism of the town had 
gone along without any local secession. It still 
held in full fellowship the radicals who elsewhere 
had followed their unbridled bent into the strong¬ 
est emotional vagaries, — where excited brethren 
worked themselves up into epileptic fits, and 
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women whirled themselves about in weird rt‘- 
ligious ecstasies, like dervishes of the OritaU, till 
they fell headlong in a state of tranee. (H'tavian 
Methodism was spared extravagances of tins sort, 
it is true, but it paid a ■[)rice for the inimunity. 
The people whom an open sfilit woui<l have taken 
away remained to leaven and dominate the whole 
lump. This small advanced sediiuu with its men 
of a type all the more aggressive* from its narrtuv- 
ness, and women who went about st)lt‘mnly in fdain 
gray garments, with tight-fitting, unadornetb rnottse* 
colored sunbonnets, had not been nhli* wholly to 
enforce its views upon the social life of the ehnreh 
members, but of its controlling inlhumee tipon their 
official and public actions there eouhl he iu> th»nbt. 

The situation had begun to unfold itsfif to 
Theron from the outset He had reeoyni/r<i the 
episodes of the forbidden Sunday milk and uf the 
flowers in poor Alicads l)oanet ns tvph .il of um* h 
more thatwas to come. No week followed without 
bringing some new fulfilnumt of this torebodiny. 
Now, at the end of two months, he knew well 
enough that th(* hithertt) <lominant tniuoritv w.ei 
hostile to him and his ministry, and would thi 
whatever it could against him. 

Though d'heron at onr<‘ decided ti) show heht, 
and did not at ail wnvi*r in that rc*so|vf', \m 
courage was in the main of a (h’sp»»inhujt -.rut. 
Sometimes it would flutter up to tfie point of 
confidence, or at least hojHTuIness, when hi^ tuf*! 
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with substantial men of the church who obviously 
liked him, and whom he found himself mentally 
ranging on his siile, in the struggle which was to 
come. Hut mure often it was blankly apparent 
to him that, the moment flags were flying and 
drums on the roll, these amiable fair-weather 
friends would fwobably take to their heels. 

Still, such as they were, his sole hope lay in 
their support. Me must make the best of them. 
He set himself dt^ggedly to the task of gathering 
ti)gellH*r all those who were not his enemies into 
wliat» whou tlie proper time came, should be 
know!i as llu‘ pastt>r\s party, d'here was plenty 
of api)stt)lic warrant for lliis. If there had not 
l)een, 'I'hcron h it that tin? mere elementary dc- 
mamis of selfnlidence Wi)uUl have justified his 
use uf sirate'gy, 

d'he institution af pastoral calling, particularly 
that inqui:attuial flu'm of it laitl down in the Mis- 
ciphm*, hatl never attractt*(l dlmron. Me and 
Alice had gone about among their previous flocks 
in ([uite a liapha/ard fashit)a, without thought of 
system, much less deliberate purpose, 'fheron 
made lists niAv, and lievotetl thought ami exami- 
naliun to the* perscmal tastes and eharactmisties of 
tlie petsple to be cultivat^ah 'There wcu’c some, for 
exauiph*, who would expet I him to talk pretty much 
as the Miseiplins.! ordainetl, that is, to ask if they 
had faiuily prayca, inqtiire afte r tlieir stnds, and 
generally tt> minister grace to his hearers, — and 
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these in turn subdivided themselves into classes, 
ranging from those who would wish nothing else 
to those who needed only a mild spiritual flavor. 
There were others whom he would please much 
better by not talking shop at all. Although he 
could ill afford it, he subscribed now for a daily 
paper that he might have a perpetually renewed 
source of good conversational topics for these 
more worldly calls. He also bought several 
pounds of candy, pleasing in color, but warranted 
to be entirely harmless, and he made a large 
mysterious mark on the inside of his new silk hat 
to remind him not to go out calling without some 
of this in his pocket for the children. 

Alice, he felt, was not helping him in this mat- 
ter as effectively as he could have wished. Her 
attitude toward the church in Octavius might best 
be described by the word ^^sulky.^’ Great allow¬ 
ance was to be made, he realized, for her humilia¬ 
tion over the flowers in her bonnet. That might 
justify her, fairly enough, in being kept away from 
meeting now and again by headaches, or unde¬ 
fined megrims. But it ought not to prevent her 
from going about and making friends among the 
kindlier parishioners who would welcome such a 
thing, and whom he from time to time indicated to 
her. She did go to some extent, it is tme, but she 
produced, in doing so, an effect of performing a 
duty. He did not find traces anywhere of her 
having created a brilliant social impression. When 
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they went out together, he was peculiarly conscious 
of having to do the work imaitled. 

This was not at all like the Alice of former years, 
of other charges. Why, she had been, beyond com¬ 
parison, the most popular young woman in Tyre. 
What possessetl her to mope like this in Octavius? 

Theron looke<.l at her attentively nowadays, when 
she was unaware of his gaze, to try if her face 
offered any answer to the riddle. It ctiuld not 
be suggested that she was ill. Never in her life 
had she been looking so well. She had thrown 
herriclf, all at once, and with what was to him an 
imaecountable entugy, intt) the creation and man¬ 
agement of a tlower^gardeu. She was out the 
better part of every day, rain or shine, digging, 
transplanting, pruning, |H>ttering generally about 
among her |)la,utH ami shrubs. 'This work in the 
open air had given her an aspect of {^hysit'al well- 
lunng which it was impossible to be mistaken about. 

iler Imsliand was glul, iT course, that she hatl 
found some ocsnipation which at om'c pleased her 
and so obviously <’oudiu'ed to health. 'This was so 
much a matter of c*ourse, in fact, that he saicl to 
himself over ami over again that he 7 >:<trs glad. 
Only - only, sometimes the thought force 

itself upon ins attention that if slut did not spend 
HO mm^h <if lier time in her own ganlen, she would 
have mon* time to devote to winning friemls for 
tliem in the (harden <)f the Lord, —-friends whom 
they were going to need batlly. 
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The young minister, in taking anxious stock of 
the chances for and against him, turned over often 
in his mind the fact that he had already won rank 
as a pulpit orator. His sermons had attracted al¬ 
most universal attention at Tyre, and his achieve¬ 
ment before the Conference at Tecumseh, if it did 
fail to receive practical reward, had admittedly dis¬ 
tanced all the other preaching there. It was a part 
of the evil luck pursuing him that here in this per¬ 
versely enigmatic Octavius his special gift seemed 
to be of no use whatever. There were times, 
indeed, when he was tempted to think that bad 
preaching was what Octavius wanted. 

Somewhere he had heard of a Presbyterian 
minister, in charge of a big city church, who man¬ 
aged to keep well in with a watchfully Orthodox 
congregation, and at the same time establish him¬ 
self in the affections of the community at large, by 
simply preaching two kinds of sermons. In the 
morning, when almost all who attended were his 
own communicants, he gave them very cautious 
and edifying doctrinal discourses, treading loyally 
in the path of the Westminster Confession. To 
the evening assemblages, made up for the larger 
part of outsiders, he addressed broadly liberal 
sermons, literary in form, and full of respectful 
allusions to modern science and the philosophy of 
the day. Thus he filled the church at both ser¬ 
vices, and put money in its treasury and his own 
fame before the world. There was of course the 
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obvious danger that the pious elders who in the 
forenoon heard infant damnation vigorously pro¬ 
claimed, would revolt when they heard after sup¬ 
per that there was some doubt about even adults 
being damned at all. But either because the 
same people did not attend both services, or be¬ 
cause the minister’s perfect regularity in the morn¬ 
ing was each week regarded as a retraction of his 
latest vagaries of an evening, no trouble ever came. 

Theron had somewhat tentatively tried this on in 
Octavius. It was no good. His parishioners were 
of the sort who would have come to church eight 
times a day on Sunday, instead of two, if occasion of¬ 
fered. The hope that even a portion of them would 
stop away, and that their places would be taken in 
the evening by less prejudiced strangers who wished 
for intellectual rather than theological food, fell by 
the wayside. The yearned-for strangers did not 
come j the familiar faces of the morning service all 
turned up in their accustomed places every evening. 
They were faces which confused and disheartened 
Theron in the daytime. Under the gaslight they 
seemed even harder and more unsympathetic. He 
timorously experimented with them for an evening 
or two, then abandoned the effort. 

Once there had seemed the beginning of a chance. 
The richest banker in Octavius — a fat, sensual, 
hog-faced old bachelor — surprised everybody one 
evening by entering the church and taking a seat. 
Theron happened to know who he was; even if he 
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had not known, the suppressed excitement visible 
in the congregation, the way the sisters turned round 
to look, the way the more important brethren put 
their heads together and exchanged furtive whis¬ 
pers, — would have warned him that big game was 
in view. He recalled afterward with something like 
self-disgust the eager, almost tremulous pains he 
himself took to please this banker. There was a 
part of the sermon, as it had been written out, 
which might easily give offence to a single man of 
wealth and free notions of life. With the alertness 
of a mental gymnast, Theron ran ahead, excised 
this portion, and had ready when the gap was 
reached some very pretty general remarks, all the 
more effective and eloquent, he felt, for having been 
extemporized. People said it was a good sermon; 
and after the benediction and dispersion some of 
the ofScials and principal pew-holders remained to 
talk over the likelihood of a capture having been 
effected. Theron did not get away without having 
this mentioned to him, and he was conscious of 
sharing deeply the hope of the brethren, — with the 
added reflection that it would be a personal triumph 
for himself into the bargain. He was ashamed of 
this feeling a little later, and of his trick with the 
sermon. But this chastening product of introspec¬ 
tion was all the fruit which the incident bore. The 
banker never came again. 

Theron returned one afternoon, a little earlier 
than usual, from a group of pastoral calls. Alice, 
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who was plucking weeds in a border at the shady 
side of the house, heard his step, and rose from 
her labors. I le was walking slowly, and seemed 
weary, lie took off his high bat, as he saw her, 
and wiped his brow. The l)roiling June sun was 
still high overhead. Doubtless it was its insufferable 
heat which was aecountalde for the worn lines in 
his face anti the spiritless air which the wife’s eye 
tletected. She went to the gate, aiul kissed him as 
he enteretL 

I believe, if i were you,” she said, 1 hi carry 
an uiubrclla su<‘h scurcliing tiays as this. Nobody’d 
think anything of it. I don’t see why a minister 
sluaildu’t carry tme as much as a woman carries a 
parasid.” 

I'hcron gave her a rueful, meditativt? sort of 
smile, ** I suppose pc’ijpU' really do think of us as 
a kiuti of hybrid female,” he remarkcab 'riicti, 
Itolding his hat hx his lumtl, he drew a U>ng breath of 
ndiid* at fuuUng himself in the shatle, aiul looked 
about him, 

” Why, you ’vc giU more posies here, on this one 
siili* of tile housi* ahmt*, than mother had in her whole 
yartl,” he sanl, after a little. ** I,et'ssee > I know* 
tiutl tme : tiiat *s eoluuibine, isn’t it? Ami that’s 
!,ondon pride, and tiiat’s ragged robin. I don’t 
kmnv atiy of the others.” 

Aiit'e rerited various unfamiliar names, as she 
ficntited tint tin* several plants whicdi lH>re tluan, 
and he listctied willi a kitnily semblance of interest 
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They strolled thus to the rear of the house, wliere 
thick clumps of fragrant pinks lined l>oth sidt‘s of 
the path. She picked some of these f )r him, and 
gave him more names with which to label the c'on- 
siderable number of other plants he saw about liiin. 

“I had no idea we were so well providt'd as all 
this,” he commented at last. ‘^'Fhose Van Sizers 
must have been tremendous hands for tlowers. 
You were lucky in following such peu|)le.” 

‘^Van Sizers!” echoed Alice, with rtmtempt. 

All they left was old tomato cans and clamshells. 
Why, I Ve put in every bles.sed one of these myself, 
all except those peonies, there, ami one brier on the 
side wall,” 

Good for you!” exclaimed 'fheron, approve 
ingly. Then it occurred to him to ask, ** but 
where did you get them all? Aroumi among (mr 
friends ? ” 

'‘Some few,” responded Alice, with a rujtc* tif 
hesitation in her voice. “Sister Halt gave me tin* 
verbenas, there, and the white pinks wert’a present 
from Miss Stevens, but most of them Levi (Jnr 
ringe was good enough to send me,ftutti his 
garden.” 

“I didn't know that Gorring«‘ had a gardrm’* 
said Theron. “I thought he livetl twrr his la\v> 
office, in the brick block, there.” 

“Well, I don’t know that it’s exiedv //A,” 
plained Alice; “hut it’s a big garden stmanvlirfr 
outside, where he can have anything he likes.” 
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She went on with a little laugh : I did ii’t like to 
qiH‘stiun him too cdosely, for fear ho M think I was 
looking a gift horse in the mouth, — or else hinting 
for more. It was (giite his own offer, you know. 
He pieketl them all out for me, and brought them 
here, and lent me a hook ttdling me just what to do 
with each one. Anil in a few days, now, I am to 
have another big batch of plants, — dahlias and 
zinnias and asters and so on ; I hn almost ashamed 
to lake them. But it’s such a change to fmd .some 
oiu' in this (letavius who is n’t all self 1 ” 

Ves, (lorringe is a good felltiw/’ said Theron. 

I wish he was a profesatu^ imanher.** T'htut 
siuiie new thouyjit ?4ru(ic him. ** A}ict\” he ex¬ 
claimed, ** I Iniirve 1 ’ll go and see him this very 
afternoon. I don't know why it has n’t otaairred 
to me before : lu,* *s just the man whose adviee I 
need most He kncws these people here; he 
can tell me what to do.” 

” Art'n’t you too tireil runv ? ” suggestotl Alice, 
as TluTtm put on his hat. 

** Nt>, the sooner the better,” he rt'plit'd, nunang 
new toward the gait*. 

” Well,” she began. ” if I were you, I wtmltl nT 
say tiHJ mut'halsiut '-tliatis, I ■ but never mind.” 
What i.H it?” asketl her husband. 

Ntillung whatever,” replied Alh'e, positively. 

It was (udy stane ntmsense u( mine;” an*l 
Tlnaain, plaeitliy aceepting the feminuie whim, 
went off dt.>wii the street again. 



CHAPTER XII 


The Rev. Mr. Ware found Levi Gorringe’s law- 
office readily enough, but its owner was not in. 
He probably would be back again, though, in a 
quarter of an hour or so, the boy said, and the 
minister at once decided to wait. 

Theron was interested in finding that this office- 
boy was no other than Harvey, — the lad who 
brought milk to the parsonage every morning. 
He remembered now that he had heard good things 
of this urchin, as to the hard work he did to help 
his mother, the Widow Semple, in her struggle to 
keep a roof over her head; and also bad things, in 
that he did not come regularly either to church or 
Sunday-school. The clergyman recalled, too, that 
Harvey had impressed him as a character. 

''Well, sonny, are you going to be a lawyer?’' 
he asked, as he seated himself by the window, and 
looked about him, first at the dusty litter of old 
papers, pamphlets, and tape-bound documents in 
bundles which crowded the stuffy chamber, and 
then at the boy himself. 

Harvey was busy at a big box, — a rough pine 
dry-goods box which bore the flaring label of an 
express company, and also of a well-known seed- 
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firm in a 'Western city, and which the hoy luid 
apparently just opened. He was lifting from it, 
and phuang on the table after he had shaken off 
the sawdust and moss in which they were packed, 
small part'cls of what looked in the fading light 
to be lialfalrietl plants. 

“ W'cll, I don’t know — I rather guess not,” he 
made answer, as he pursued his task. So far as 
I can make out, this would n’t be the place to 
start in at, if I was going to he a lawyer. A hoy 
can learn Iutc first-rate how to load cartridges 
aiul elean a gun, ami braul troutdlies on to leaders, 
Inil I iUni\ see murh law laying around loose. 
Anyway,” he went on. ** I couhl n’t afford to read 
law, and ntR he getting any wages. I have to 
earn money, ytui kmnv." 

d'lieron felt that lie like<l the hoy. Yes,” he 
saiil, witli a kimlly ttme ; I 've bean I that you are 
a gotnl, induHtriouH youngster. I daresay Mr. (Jor- 
ringe will sec* to it that you get a cliancc to read 
law, and itet wag<*s too.” 

‘Mill, I t-au read all there is lu‘re and wekaune,” 
the hoy mcplained, stepping toward the window to 
det ipher tlu* laliel on a bundle of nnits in his hand, 
“hut that’s no good unless then* ’s rt'gnlar prac- 
lice coming into the ottice all tin* while. 7yta/\s' 
how you learn to he a lawyer. Hut (lorringe don’t 
have wliat 1 call a praelica* at all, lie just sees 
men in the other rotjm there, with the door shut, 
and whatever there is to do lie does it all himself.” 
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The minister remembered a stray hint stmu‘* 
where that Mr. Gorringe was a uiDiicydoiuler, 
— what was colloquially called a “note-shaver.” 
To his rustic sense, there was something not 
quite nice about that occu[)atian. It would 
be indecorous, he felt, to encourage further talk 
about it from the boy. 

“What are you doing there?he inquired, to 
change the subject. 

“ Sorting out some plants,” replied Harvey. “ I 
don’t know what *s got into Gorringe lately. This is 
the third big box he’s had since I Ve been here, — 
that is, in six weeks,—besides two baskets full of 
rose-bushes. I don’t know what he does with them. 
He carries them off himself somewhere. I've 
had kind of half a notion that he’s figurin’ on get¬ 
ting married. I can’t think of anything else that 
would make a man spend money like water, — jtist 
for flowers and bushes. They do g(‘t findish, yuu 
know, when they’ve got marriage on the brain,” 

Theron found himself only imperfeetly tblUnving 
the theories of the young philosoidier. It was his 
fact that monopolized the minister’s attention. 

“ But as I understand it,” he remarked hesita¬ 
tingly, “Brother Corringt? — or rather Mr. GtU’- 
ringe — gets all the plants he wants, everything 
he likes, from a big garden somewhere outside, I 
don’t know that it is exactly ///>,• but I rtmuanber 
hearing something to that effect.” 

The boy slapped the last sawdust otT his hmd% 
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and, as he came to the window, shook his head. 

These don’t come from no garden outside,” he 
declared. They come from the dealers’, and he 
pays solid cash for ’em. The invoice for this lot 
alone was thirty-one dollars and sixty cents. 
There it is on the table. You can see it for 
yourself.” 

Mr. Ware did not offer to look. ^'Very likely 
these are /or the garden I was speaking of,” he 
said. Of course you can’t go on taking plants 
out ■ of a garden indefinitely without putting 
others in.” 

“ I don’t know anything about any garden that 
he takes plants out of,” answered Harvey, and 
looked meditatively for a minute or two out upon 
the street below. Then he turned to the minis¬ 
ter. Your wife’s doing a good deal of gardening 
this spring, I notice,” he said casually. You’d 
hardly think it was the same place, she’s fixed it 
up so. If she wants any extra hoeing done, I can 
always get off Saturday afternoons.” 

I will remember,” said Theron. He also 
looked out of the window; and nothing more was 
said until, a few moments later, Mr. Gorringe him¬ 
self came in. 

The lawyer seemed both surprised and pleased 
at discovering the identity of his visitor, with whom 
he shook hands in almost an excess of cordiality. 
He spread a large newspaper over the pile of seed¬ 
ling plants on the table, pushed the packing-box 
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under the table with his foot, and said almost per¬ 
emptorily to the boy, You can go now 1 
Then he turned again to Theron. 

^^VVell, Mr. Ware, I’m glad to see you,” he 
repeated, and drew up a chair by the window. 
“Things are going all right with you, I hope.” 

Theron noted again the waving black hair, the 
dark skin, and the carefully trinuned mustache 
and chin-tuft which gave the lawyer’s face a com¬ 
bined, effect of romance and smartness. No; it 
was the eyes, cool, shrewd, dark-gray eyes, which 
suggested this latter quality. The recollection of 
having seen one of them wink, in deliberate hos¬ 
tility of sarcasm, when those other trustees had 
their backs turned, came mercifully at the momeiu 
to recall the young minister to his errand. 

“ I thought I would drop in and have a <-hat 
with you,” he said, getting better under way as ho 
went on. Quarterly Conference is only a fort¬ 
night off, and I am a good deal at sea aljtnU what 
is going to happen.” 

“ I’m not a church member, you know,” inter^ 
posed Gorringe. “That shuts me out of the 
Quarterly Conference.” 

“Alas, yes !” said Theron. “I wish it did n’t. 
I’m afraid I’m not going to have any friends to 
spare there.” 

“ What are you afraid of? ” asked the lawyer, 
seeming now to be wholly at his ease again. 
“They can’t eat you.” 
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No, they keep me too lean fur that,” responded 
Theron, with a pensive smile. I 7 ms going to 
ask, you know, for an increase of salary, or an 
extra allowance. I don’t see how I can go on as 
it is. 'The siun fixed by the last (luarterly Confer¬ 
ence of the old year, and whit'.h I am getting now, 
is one hundred dollars less than my predecessor 
had, 'That is n’t fair, and it is n’t right. Uut so 
far from its looking as if I could get an increase, 
the prospect seems rather that tlu‘y will make me 
pay for the gas and tiiat sithnvalk. I never re¬ 
covered more than abtnit half of my moving ex- 
IH’uses, as y<ni know, and —and, frankly, I don’t 
know which vv;iy to turn. It keeps me miserable 
all the wluled* 

**'That's where you’re wrong,” said Mr. Gor- 
ringe. If you let things like that worry you, 
ytni *11 kee|i a sore skin all your life. Vtni take 
my advice ami just go ahead your own gait, and 
let other folks do the worrying. They a/r jiretty 
chise feUed here, for a fact, hut ytni <‘an manage 
It) rub along stnufhow. If you should get into 
any real difiiculiies, why, I giu^ss—” the lawyer 
paused to smile in a hesitating, signlfieant way, ™ 
** I guess some roa<l out can be found all right 
The main thing is, don’t fret, ami don’t allow your 
wife to-"-to frc‘t eitlifU’.” 

Ik? stoppeal abrnpdy. 'Theron nochled in re- 
cognition of his amiable tone, ami then found the 
nod lengthening itself out into almost a liow as 
S70 
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the thought spread through his mind that this 
had been nothing more nor less than a promise* 
to help him with money if worst came io worst. 
He looked at Levi Gorringe, and said to himself 
that the intuition of women was wonderful. Aii<‘e 
had picked him out as a friend of theirs merely l>y 
seeing him pass the house. 

^^Yes,” he said; ''I am specially anxious to keep 
my wife from worrying. She was summudetl in 
her girlhood by a good deal of what, relatively, we 
should call luxury, and that makes it all the hardtu* 
for her to be a poor minister’s wife. 1 had t[uite 
decided to get her a hired girl, come what might, 
but she thinks she’d rather get on without tme. 
Her health is better, I must admit, than it was 
when we came here. She works out in her ganlen 
a great deal, and that seems to agree with 

Octavius 2 S a healthy |)lace, ^ that '.s gtuuTally 
admitted,” replied the lawytT, with indiuhn’m r. 
He seemed not to be intereste<l in Mrs. Ware’s 
health, but looke<l intently out through the winthuv 
at the buildings opposite, and drummed with his 
fingers on the arms of his chair. 

Theron made haste to revert to his erraml. 
''Of course, your not being in the (Quarterly 
Conference,” he said, ‘'renders <*ertaiu thittgs 
impossible. But T did n’t kiuuv but y»>u luiglst 
have some knowledge of how rnattcTs art- going, 
what plans the officials of the cliurc h iuul; limy 
seem to have agreed to tell me nothing.” 
i8o 
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“ W'cll, I /itipe' heard this much/’ respoiultHl 
(k)iTini 4 ’e. ^‘They’re figuring on getting tlie 
SiUiLsbys here to raise the debt and kind o’ shake 
things up generally. 1 guess that’s about as good 
as setiletL Hail n’t you heanl of it? ” 

“ Not a breath 1 ” exelaiiucd Therun, mourn¬ 
fully. Well/’ he a<lded upon retleelLm, ‘‘ 1 hu 
sorry, <U)wnrigUt sorry. 'The debt raiser seems to 
me alHuU tiic lowest down thing we produce. I Vo 
heani of those Soulsbys ; I saw Ji/m indeed i)neo 
at ('onferenee, but I believe s/ic' is the head of the 
firiuf’ 

Vc'S ; she weam the breeehca, I undorstantl,” 
saiii (liiiTing,e, seatfutiuusly. 

** I //</*/ ho[H*df’ the young minister began with 
a rtu'fui sigh, “ in faet, I f it <piite eonfideut at the 
outset that I CiUihi pay uiT this debt, and put the 
«imrc*h generally on a new footing, by giving extra 
attention to my [>ul(t!t work. It is lianlly ha* mo 
to say it, but in < torr [<ia<*es where I have btam, 
my pre.u lung ha;*^ iHam rather m*ather a feature 
in the town itself I liave always been aecustouKul 
to attratg to our serviees a gotxl many non members, 
atul that, us you know, helps irememlously from 
a money point of view, lUit stimelmvv that has 
failetl hiU'c. I doubt if tlu* averafg* <-ongregations 
are a whit larger now than they wert* when I eame 
in April. I know tlie etjllm tions arc not.” 

NiJ,'* eoumunitcd the lawyer, .slowly; '*yini ’ll 
never tii) anything in tliat lino in Octavius. You 
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might, of course, if you were to stay Iuto aiul 
work hard at it fur five or six years — 

Heaven forbid r* groaueil Mr. 

“Quite so,’* put in the other, “llie h 

that the Methodists here arc a htt!e set by 
selves. I don’t know that they like aitufJier 
specially, but I do know tluit they are iimI what 
you might call popular with pet>pie outride. N'uw, 
a new preacher at the Presbyterian t*hureli» ur even 
the Baptist,—he might have a ehanee to c rralr 
talk, and make a stir. But Mettiudisi, - iiu! 
People who don’t belong won’t cornr near the 
Methodist church here so long as there any 
other place with a roof on it to go to. Cove .4 
dog a bad name, you know. Well, i!i«* Mrilui 
dists here have got a bad name ; atui if v*®*! 1 .itld 
preach like Henry WanI Bec'cher hne »h 
wouldn’t change it, or get tuiks tu fMui" .ind 
hear you,” 

“I see what you mean,” I'heiMii re.pMndrd. 
“I’m not particularly surprised my .rh' ih a ca ia 
vius doesn’t love us, or Io<»k to u » tui intrllr* lual 
stimulation. I myself hsave that f«nlpir ntMie Micrn 
than otherwise feeling like a wet rag. mo ilv hmp 
and discouraged. But, if yen tlund mind my 
speaking of it, je// don’t belutig, and yri 
come.” 

It was evident that the lawyer did ma imtul 
He spoke freely in reply. *‘(Jh, yr^., l\r gui 
into the habit of it. I began gihng whi'ii I liriit 
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came here, and — and so it grew to be natural for 
me to go. Then, of course, being the only lawyer 
you have, a considerable amount of my business is 
mixed up in one way or another with your mem¬ 
bership j you see those are really the things which 
settle a man in a rut, and keep him there. 

I suppose your people were Methodists,’’ said 
Theron, to fill in the pause, and that is how you 
originally started with us.” 

Levi Gorringe shook his head. He leaned back, 
half closed his eyes, put his finger-tips together, 
and almost smiled as if something in retrospect 
pleased and moved him. 

No,” he said; I went to the church first to 
see a girl who used to go there. It was long be¬ 
fore your time. All her family moved away years 
ago. You wouldn’t know any of them. I was 
younger then, and I did n’t know as much as I do 
now. I worshipped the very ground that girl 
walked on, and like a fool I never gave her so 
much as a hint of it. Looking back now, I can 
see that I might have had her if I’d asked her. 
But I went instead and sat around and looked at 
her at church and Sunday-school and prayer-meet¬ 
ings Thursday nights, and cl ass-meetings after the 
sermon. She was devoted to religion and church 
work; and, thinking it would please her, I joined 
the church on probation. Men can fool them¬ 
selves easier than they can other people. I actu¬ 
ally believed at the time that I had experienced 
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religion. I felt myself full of all sorts of awaken¬ 
ings of the soul and so forth. But it was really 
that girl. You see I’m telling you the thing just 
as it was. I was very happy. 1 think it wa.s the 
happiest time of my life. I remember there was 
a love-feast while I was on i)robation; and 1 sat 
down in front, right beside her, and we ate the 
little square chunks of bread and drank the water 
together, and I held one corner of her hynm-bouk 
when we stood up and sang. I'hat was the near¬ 
est I ever got to her, or to full inemhershi[) in the 
church. That very next week, I think it was, we 
learned that she had got engaged to the minister’s 
son, — a young man who had just become a minister 
himself. They got married, and went away—and 
I — somehow I never took up my membership 
when the six months’ probation was over, 'I'hat’s 
how it was.” 

"'It is very interesting,” remarked 'riieron. 
softly, after a little silence, — ami very full of 
human nature.” 

" Well, now you see,” said the lawytT, what I 
mean when I say that there hasn’t been aruither 
minister here .since, that I should iiavt' felt like 
telling this .story to. 'I'hey would n’t have mider 
stood it at all. 'Fhey would he.ve thought it w.is 
blasphemy for me to say straight out that what I 
took for experiencing religion was really a girl. 
But you are different. 1 felt that at emee, tht* first 
time I saw you. In a pul[)ic or out (»f it, what I 
184 
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like in a human being is that he should be 
human.” 

It pleases me beyoml measure that you should 
like me, then,” returnt'd tlu‘ ytumg minister, with 
frank gratifu'ation shining on his fatm. **'l'he 
Win*ki is made all tine sweeter arnl more lovable by 
tlu‘se ~ these eleitients of romance. I am not 
one of those who would wish to see them ban- 
isiunl or fruwneil upon. I don’t mind admitting 
to you that there is a good deal in Methodism — 
I mean t!\e stri(T [int^'tiee of its letter which you 
fmd liere in Octavius ~ that is personally distaste¬ 
ful to me, I rtsul the other day t)f an ICngHsh 
liishop who said bohlly, puhlicly, that no modern 
nation could praetist’ tiu* [uhiriples laid down in 
the Sermon on the Mtumt and survive fur twenty- 
four luatrs.” 

Ha, ha 1 d'hat’s good 1 ” latighetl the lawyt‘r. 

** I felt that it was gotnl, too,” pursued Theron. 
** I am getting to se^e a grtsit many things tlil'fer- 
cntly, here in ()t‘tavius. Our MetluHlist Discipline 
is like tile lUsUiiudes, -very helidid and beautiful 
if treated as spiritual suggestion, Init more or less 
of a stumbling bltn k if insisted u|Hm literally. I 
declare!” lie adiieii, sitting up iu his ('hair, ^*1 
never talk^al like tins to a living soul before in all 
my life, Vtnir confuleiu es w<*re < (mtagiuus.” 

d'h(* Ki*v. Mr. Ware rose a,s lie sptike, ami took 
up his hat. 

Must you be gt>ing?” asked the lawyer, also 
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rising. ^^Well, Pm glad I haven’t shcx'ked 
you. Come in oftener when you are [uissing. 
And if you see anything I can help you in, always 
tell me.” 

The two men shook hands, with an emphatic 
and lingering clasp. 

/ am glad,” said Theron, that you did uT 
stop coming to church just because you lost the 
girl.” 

Levi Gorringe answered the minister’s pleasantry 
with a smile which curled hi.s mustache upward, 
and expanded in little wrinkles at the ends of iiis 
eyes. No,” he said jestingly. I ’m death on 
collecting debts; and I reckon that the church 
still owes me a girl. I ’ll have one yet.” 

So, with merriment the echoes of whic:h plea.s- 
antly accompanied Theron clown the .stairway, the 
two men parted. 
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CHAPTER XIII 


Though Time lagged in passing with a slowness 
which seemed born of studied insolence, there did 
arrive at last a day which had something definitive 
about it to Theron’s disturbed and restless mind. 
It was a Thursday, and the prayer-meeting to be 
held that evening would be the last before the 
Quarterly Conference, now only four days off- 
For some reason, the young minister found him¬ 
self dwelling upon this fact, and investing it with 
importance. But yesterday the Quarterly Confer¬ 
ence had seemed a long way ahead. To-day 
brought it alarmingly close to hand. He had not 
heretofore regarded the weekly assemblage for 
prayer and song as a thing calling for preparation, 
or for any preliminary thought. Now on this 
Thursday morning he went to his desk after break¬ 
fast, which was a sign that he wanted the room to 
himself, quite as if he had the task of a weighty 
sermon before him. He sat at the desk all the 
forenoon, doing no writing, it is true, but remem¬ 
bering every once in a while, when his mind 
turned aside from the book in his hands, that 
there was that prayer-meeting in the evening. 
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this matter than liis wife mny have led him to 
pass over the learned text-books on C'haUlean 
antiquity, and even the volutne of Renan which 
a|)peared to l>e devoted to Oriental inscri[)tions, 
anti take u|> his other book, entitletl in the trans- 
kuittn, ** Recollections of my Vt)uth.’' T'his he 
rather glanced through, at the outset, following 
witii a c'ertain inattention the introductory sktTt'hes 
and essays, winch dealt with an imfumiliar, and, to 
Ins notioiq somewhat preposterous llreton racial 
type. I'iu'u, little by little, it dawned upon him 
th.it thert‘ was a comu‘cted story in all this; 
and siuldcmly he <':imc iquin it, out in the open, as 
it were. It was the sttuy of how a <leeply (U‘vout 
young man, traimnl from his eariitsst boyluKul ft)r 
the saeretl tdlitHq urn I tUssiring passiimately nothing 
but to lie worthy of it, eame to a point vvluTe, at 
Infinite cost of pain to himself and of anguish to 
those dearest to him, lie hatl to deelarc that he 
could no Itmgcw Indieve at all in reveaknl religion. 

'l‘heron Ware read this all with an ex<*ited inter¬ 
est wiiieh no fjook had ever stirri‘d in him before. 
Much id' it he rtsnl ovi*r and ttver again, to make 
sure that lu* ptmciratetl everywhiTtr the husk of 
Fremdi haliits of tlumght and Catholic methods in 
which tile kernrd was wrapped. He l)roke off mid¬ 
way in this pari of the bot>k U) go out to the kitchen 
to ilinner, ami began tlu* nusil in silence. 1V> 
Alii'e’s qiU’stitms he rcplitnl bric'tly that he was 
preparing liimself fur the evening’s prayer-meeting, 
1S9 


THE DAMNATION OF THE RON WARE 

She lifted her brows in such frank surprise at this 
that he made a further and somewhat rambling 
explanation about having again taken up the work 
on his book, — the book about Abraham, 

I thought you said you'd given that up 
gether,” she remarked. 

Well,” he said, “I was discouragetl alnHit it 
for a while. But a man never does anything big 
without getting discouraged over and over again 
while he's doing it. I don’t say now that 1 siiall 
write preciselybook, — I’m merely reading 
scientific works about the period, just now, —but if 
not that, I shall write some other book. Else how 
will you get that piano ? ” he added, with an attempt 
at a smile. 

I thought you had given that up, too ! ” she 
replied ruefully. Then before he could speak, she 
went on: Never mind the piano ; that can wait. 
What I’ve got on my mind jtist now is n’t piano ; 
it’s potatoes. Do you know, I .saw .some the other 
day at Rasbach’s, splendid potatoes, -- these are 
some of them, — and fifteen cents a bushel cheaper 
than those dried>up old things Brother Barnum 
keeps, and so I bought two bushels. And Sister 
Barnum met me on the street this morning, and 
threw it in my face that the Discipline commands 
us to trade with each other, is there any siudi 
command? ” 

“Yes,” said the husband. “It’s Section 33 . 
Don’t you remember? I looked it up in Tyre. 
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We are to ‘ evidence our desire of salvation by doing 
good, especially to them that are of the household 
of faith, or groaning so to be; by employing them 
preferably to others; buying one of another; help¬ 
ing each other in business,’ — and so on. Yes, it’s 
all there.” 

Well, I told her I did n’t believe it was,” put 
in Alice, and I said that even if it was, there ought 
to be another section about selling potatoes to their 
minister for more than they ’re worth, — potatoes 
that turn all green when you boil them, too. I 
believe I ’ll read up that old Discipline myself, 
and see if it has n’t got some things that I can talk 
back with.” 

^'The very section before that. Number 32, en¬ 
joins members against ^ uncharitable or unprofitable 
conversation, — particularly speaking evil of magis¬ 
trates or ministers.’ You’d have ’em there, I think.” 
Theron had begun cheerfully enough, but the care¬ 
worn, preoccupied look returned now to his face. 

I’m sorry if we’ve fallen out with the Barnums,” 
he said. “ His brother-in-law, Davis, the Sunday- 
school superintendent, is a member of the Quarterly 
Conference, you know, and I’ve been hoping that 
he was on my side. I Ve been taking a good deal 
of pains to make up to him.” 

He ended with a sigh, the pathos of which im¬ 
pressed Alice. If you think it will do any good,” 
she volunteered, I ’ll go and call on the Davises 
this very afternoon. I’m sure to find her at home, 
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— she’s tied hand and foot with that brood of 
hers, — and you’d better give me some of that cant ly 
''or them.” 

Theron nodded his approval and thanks, ainl 
relapsed into silence. When the meal was over, be 
brought out the confectionery to his wife, and with¬ 
out a word went back to that remarkable book- 

When Alice returned toward the close of day, 
prepare the simple tea which was always laid a hall 
hour earlier on Thursdays and Sundays, she found 
her husband where she had left him, still busy witlt 
those new scientific works. She recounted to him 
some incidents of her call upon Mrs. Davis, as she 
took off her hat and put on the big kitchen apron, 
how pleased Mrs. Davis seemed to be; how lu'r 
affection for her sister-in-law, the grocer’s wift% 
disclosed itself to be not even skin-deep; how the 
children leaped upon the candy as if they had nevri’ 
seen any before; and how, in her belief, Mr. Davi i 
would be heart and soul on Theron’s side at the 
Conference. 

To her surprise, the young minister seeme<I not 
at all interested. He hardly looked at her dnrinit 
her narrative, but reclined in the easy-chair with 
his head thrown back, and an abstracted gaze wan 
dering aimlessly about the ceiling. When nIu* 
avowed her faith in the Sunday-school superint<‘n 
dent’s loyal partisanship, which she did with a par 
donable pride in having helped to make it secure, 
her husband even closed his eyes, and moved 
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his head witii a gesture which plainly bespoke 
indifference. 

I expetUcd you M be tickled to death/* she 
remarked^ with evident disa}>pointnient. 

** 1 ’ve a bad lieadaciie/’ he explained, after a 
iniuule’s j)ause. 

No woiuier 1 ” Alice rejuiiunk sympathetically 
eiu)ugh, but with a note of repri)c)f as well. ** What 
can you expect, stayitig cooped up in here all day 
long, poring over tlujse books? People are all the 
wliile remarking that you study too much. 1 tell 
them, of course, that you hx; a great hand fur read¬ 
ing, anti always wert* ; but I think myself it would 
hv lieilrr if yt>u got tmt mtu*e, and tot)k mure 
cxerciag ami saw people. Vt>u know lots ami 
slathers muix* than tlo now, t^r ever will, if 

ytai never opetunl aiugher bind;.” 

'Fhertm regarded her with an expression whieh 
she hatl nevt*r seen on his face btdbre, Von 

tlou’l reali/.e what you are saying,” he rei>lie<l 
sltnviy. He sighetl as he athkal, vvith iiureased 
gravity, *• I am the most igmuant man alive !” 

Alice began a little lau|th of wifely incredulity, 
and then lei it die away as she reeogui/.ed that Ire 
was really troubled and s:ul in his miiul. She bent 
over to kiss him lightly tui the brow, and tiiHoed 
her way out into the kitclum. 

** I belii'vtt I will let you make my exeuses at 

the prayer metuing this evening,” he s.ihI all at 

onee, as the supper came to an end. He had 
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eaten next to nothing during the meal, and luul 
sat in a sort of brown-study from which Alice kiiully 
forbore to arouse him. I don’t know — I liardly 
feel equal to it. They won’t take it amiss —fur 
once — if you explain to them that I — I am nut 
at all well.” 

Oh, I do hope you ’re not coming down witli 
anything ! ” Alice had risen too, and was ga/ing 
at him with a solicitude the tenderness of which at 
once comforted, and in some ol)scure way jarrctl 
on his nerves. Is there anything I can do — or 
shall I go for a doctor? We’ve got mustard in 
the house, and senna — I think there’s some senna 
left — and Jamaica ginger.” 

Theron shook his head wearily at her. ()h, no, 
— no ! ” he expostulated. It is n’t anything that 
needs drugs, or doctors either. It’s just mental 
worry and fotigue, that’s all. An <*vciuiig’s t(uict 
rest in the big chair, and early to bed, — that will 
fix me up all right.” 

^'But you’ll read; and that will make your 
head worse,” said Alice. 

“ No, I won’t read any more,” he promisetl her, 
walking slowly into the sitting-room, and seitlmg 
himself in the big chair, the while she bruught uut 
a pillow from the adjoining best Inalroom, ami 
adjusted it behind his head. That’s nice ! I 11 
just lie quiet here, and perhaps clo/e a little till yuu 
comeback. I feel in the mood for the rest; it 
will do me all sorts of good.” 
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He closed his eyes; and Alice, regardinghisup¬ 
turned face anxiously, decided that already it looked 
mt)re at peac'e than awhile ago. 

Well, I liope you ’ll be better when I get back/* 
she said, as she began preparations for the evening 
service, 'rhese consisted in combing .stiftly back 
the' strands of light-brown hair whu‘h, during the 
tbiy, had exu!)erautly Itjosened theutselves t)ver her 
tem|>les inti) SiUiu^thing aluuKst like curls; in fas¬ 
tening down uptui this rebellious hair a plain brown- 
straw bonnet, guiltless of all ornament save a biml- 
ing ri!)bim of dull umber hue; and in [Hitting on a 
tlua dark gray sliawl anti a [lairof e([ually subtlued 
lisle thnaul gloves. 'Huis attired, she made a mis- 
ehievtHis little grimace uf dislikt* at her [luritanieal 
image in the hjoking glass ovt‘r the mantel, and 
then turned to amuunua* her departure. 

Well, I hu tiff/* she said, 'i heron ojwntal his 
eyes to take in this figure of his wife dressetl for 
prayer'meeting, ami tlien closed them again 
abruptly, ** All right,” he murmure<l, and then 
he heartl the door shut hehiml her, 

AUlumgli he had beam alone all day, there seemed 
to be ([uite a uuigue value and tpiality in this 
present sthitudi*. I U* strc’tehcal out his legs on tlu* 
op[H),ite c'liair, ami lotjked la/ily about him, witli 
the feeling that at last he had sesainsl some leusure, 
autl <‘ould think umlisturbecl to his hearl’.s <a>nteut. 
I’here wtua* nearly two hours of unbroken <[uic‘t h<‘- 
forc him ; ami tlie mere faet of his having stejipctl 

m 



THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


aside from the routine of his duty to procure it 
marked it in his thoughts as a special uc'casiuu, 
which ought in the nature of things io yield more 
than the ordinary harvest of mental profit. 

Theron’s musings were broken in upon from 
time to time by rumbling outbursts of hymn-singiiig 
from the church next door. Surely, he said 
himself, there could be no other c.uugregatUm in 
the Conference, or in all Methodism, which sang so 
badly as these Octavians did. 'The noise, as it 
came to him now and again, divided itself familiarly 
into a main strain of hard, high, sharp, ami tinny 
female voices, with three or four concurrent iiml 
clashing branch strains of part-singing by men who 
did not know how. How well he already knew 
these voices 1 Through two wooden walls he 
could detect the conceited and pushing note o( 
Brother Lovejoy, who tried always to drown iht* 
rest out, and the lifeless, unmeasured weight o( 
shrill clamor which Sister Ikirnum hurled iutt) every 
chorus, half closing her eyes and .sticking out her 
chin as she did so. They drawled their hymns tijii, 
these people, till Theron thought he mulei>.toud 
that injunction in the Discipline against singing too 
slowly. It had puzzled him heretofore; n«»w he 
felt that it must have been meant in [uophet y 
Octavius. 

It was impossible not to recall in cciutrast that 
other church music he Iiatl heard, a month before, 
and the whole atmosphere of that other pastoral 
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sitting-room, from vviiioh he had listened to iL 
T'he startled and crowded impressions of that 
slraiigv' evmiing luul been lying hidden in his mind 
all this \v!iiU\ driven into a <'orner by the pressure 
id’ uunv iU'iUn.uy, everyday matters. 'They <'ame 
forth now, aiul passcil across his brain, ^—no longer 
ia)nfnsing ami distorted, but in oialeriy and intelli- 
gihle sequimc'e. d'heir earlier effect Inul been one 
i}( frigldeiKHi fasetnatiom Ninv he lookeil them 
over iMlinly as they lifted themselves, one by one, 
ami fnm l liimself md shrinking at all, or evmling 
aiivthiug, liiit dwelling upoit each in turn as a 
n itur d aad Widt^ome p ut id tlu' rnii/.t important 

expiabmrr <»!' his Hfr. 

T hr yniin?' ministrr hid aiiivi-cl. .ill .it nme, at 
this coai In aua. lie did util qtu’.liou at all the 
means hy winch ite had reached it. Nhithing was 
c'learer to Ins mind than the ctmclmaon itself, 
that his uteeling with the priest atul the (hu lDr was 
th«‘ iurtung i>oint in his <^ireer. 'They had liftetl 
liiiu bodily out of tin* slough td’igttorance, (d’ tarn- 
witli l(Hv minds attd sordid, narrtnv thing^s, and 
put iiim on soliii ground. T'his lKH)k he had been 
reading this gentlcg tender, lovable book, which 
had as mnc,h true piety tti it as any devotional 
Itook he had ever reatl, and yet, unlike all devo¬ 
tional books, ptu its ftiut firmly upon everytiung 
whiclr could mU b«’ proved in human nuistm to be 
tiurs —must Ih* lucuely mie of a thousautl whi< h 
men like Fatiier Forires and Ur, Ledsmar kmnv by 
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heart. The very thought that he was on the way 
now to know them, too, made Therun tremble. 
The prospect wooed him, and he thrilled in re¬ 
sponse, witli the wistful and delicate eagerness of a 
young lover. 

Somehow, the fact that the priest and the di)e- 
tor were not religious men, and that this luuik 
which had so impressed and stirretl him w;is mah- 
ing more than Renan’s recital of how lu‘, ttni, 
ceased to be a religious man, did not take a ftnm 
which Theron could look square in the face. It 
wore the shape, instead, of a vague premise that 
there were a great many different kinds of religion^ 
— the past and dead races had multiplieil thesi' in 
their time literally into thousamls, — and that e:u h 
no doubt had its central siq^port of truth some 
where for the good men who were in it, aiul that 
to call one of these divine and ctuulcmn all the 
others was a part fit only for untuhuvd biKtUs. 
Renan had formally reptuUated I'athulicism, yet 
could write in his old age with the <lee[Jc^t hUal 
affection of the MotluT Church he hatl (parted. 
Father Forbes could talk coolly about the “(‘hrist- 
myth ” without even ceasing to be a priest, and 
apparently a very active and devoted priest. Fvi^ 
dently there was an intellectual world, a wtuM of 
culture and grace, of lofty thoughts and the im.pir 
ing communion of real knowh-dge, when' < reeds 
were not of importance, and where tuen asked one 
another, not Is your soul saved?” but ** Is yimr 
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mind well furnished? ” Thcron had the sensation 
of having been invited to become a citizen of this 
world. T’he thought so dazzled him that his im- 
|)uLses were dragging him forward to take the new 
oath of allegiance before he had had time to 
re licet upon what it was he was abandoning. 

I'hc tlroning of the Doxology from the church 
outside stirred I'heron suddenly out of his revery. 
It h:ul grown (|uite dark, ami he rose and lit the 
gas. Blest be the Tie that Binds,’* they were 
singing. He paused, with hand still in air, to 
listen, lliat welbworn phrase arrested his atten¬ 
tion, and gave itself a new meaning. lie was 
Innuid to tlu^se peo|)le, it was true, but he could 
never again harbor the delusion tliat the tie be¬ 
tween them was blesseiL T'iu*re was vaguely 
present in hb mind the consciousness that other 
ties were looBcning as well. Be that as it might, 
one thing was certain. He hatl passed dt'fmitely 
lieyojid pretending to himself that there was any¬ 
thing s|hritually in eoimmm between him and the 
Methodist Clhurc'h of Oetavius. T'he necessity of 
ins keciung up the pretenee with others rose on 
t!ie instant like? a looming shmlow Indore Ins men- 
til vision. He turned away fnnn it, and bent ins 
brain to think td smnetliing else. 

T’he noise of Alicte opening the front door came 
as a pleasant digressiom A second later it becjutic 
Hear from the souiul of voices that she had brought 
some* one ba<'k with Iut, ami T'hcrou hastily 
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stretched himself out again in the armchair, with 
his head back in the pillow, and his feet on the 
other chair. He had come mighty near forgetting 
that he was an invalid, and he protected himself 
the further now by assuming an air of lassitude 
verging upon prostration. 

Yes ; there’s a light burning. It’s all right,” 
he heard Alice say. She entered the room, and 
Theron’s head was too bad to permit him to turn 
it, and see who her companion was. 

Theron dear,” Alice began, I knew you’d be 
glad to see her^ even if you were out of sorts; and 
I persuaded her just to run in for a minute. Let 
me introduce you to Sister Soulsby. Sister Soulsby, 
— my husband.” 

The Rev. Mr, Ware sat upright with an ener¬ 
getic start, and fastened upon the stranger a look 
which conveyed anything but the satisfaction his 
wife had been so sure about. It was at the first 
blush an undisguised scowl j and only some fleeting 
memory of that reflection about needing now to 
dissemble, prevented him from still frowning as he 
rose to his feet, and perfunctorily held out his hand. 

Delighted, I 'ra sure,” he mumbled. Then, 
looking up, he discovered that Sister Soulsby knew 
he was not delighted, and that she seemed not to 
mind in the least. 

“As your good lady said, I just ran in for a 
moment,” she remarked, shaking his limp hand 
with a brisk, business-like grasp, and dropping it. 
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hate bothering sick pcu[)le, but as we Te to be 
thrown together a gootl deal this next week or so, 
I thought I W like to lose no time in saying 
^ howdy.’ I won’t keep you u[) now. Your wife 
lias been sweet enough to ask me to move my 
trunk over here in the morning, so that you ’ll see 
enough of me and to spare.” 

I'herun looked falteringly into her face, as he 
strove fur words which should sufficiently mask 
the disgust this intelligence stirred within him. 
A delit-raiser in the town was had enough ! A 
debt raiser (juartered in the very parsonage 1 — he 
griHUul his teeth to think of it. 

Alh-e risul his hesitation aright Sister Soulsby 
went to the Imti-l/’she hastily put in; “and I.oren 
I’ieree was after her to ('ome ami stay at his house, 
and / venttired to tell her that I thouglit we could 
make her more comfortalilc here.” She a<au)m- 
IKudial tins l)y so daring a grinuu'e and nod that 
her husband woke up to the fact that a point in 
CAmferenee polity's was iuvolvetl. 

He st[ueeze<l a doubtful smile upon his features. 

We shall both do our best,” he said. It was not 
easy, Init he forced increasing ami.iliility into his 
glance anti tune. “ Is brother .Soulsby here, too?” 
he asked. 

'The dt'bl-raiser siuiok her head,—again the 
prompt, detiave nun'eimnU, st) like a busy man of 
affairs. ** Nog” slie answereth He’s doing sup¬ 
ply down on the Hiulsun tins week, but he’ll be 
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here in time for the Sunday morning love-feast. 
I always like to come on ahead, and see how the 
land lies. Well, good-night! Your head will be 
all right in the morning.” 

Precisely what she meant by this assurance, 
Theron did not attempt to guess. He received 
her adieu, noted the masterful manner in which 
she kissed his wife, and watched her pass out into 
the hall, with the feeling uppermost that this was a 
person who decidedly knew her way about. Much 
as he was prepared to dislike her, and much as he 
detested the vulgar methods her profession typi¬ 
fied, he could not deny that she seemed a very 
capable sort of woman. 

This mental concession did not prevent his 
fixing upon Alice, when she returned to the room, 
a glance of obvious disapproval. 

Theron,” she broke forth, to anticipate his 
reproach, I did it for the best. The Pierces 
would have got her if I had n’t cut in. I thought 
it would help to have her on our side. And, be¬ 
sides, I like her. She’s the first sister I’ve seen 
since we’ve been in this hole that’s had a kind 
word for me — or — or sympathized with me ! 
And — and — if you ’re going to be offended — I 
shall cry ! ” 

There were real tears on her lashes, ready to 
make good the threat. Oh, I guess I would n’t,” 
said Theron, with an approach to his old, half-play¬ 
ful manner. If you like her, that’s the chief thing.” 
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Alice shook her tear-drops away. she 

replied, with a wistful smile ; the chief thing is to 
have her like you. She ’s as smart as a steel trap, 
— that woman is, — and if she took the notion, 1 
believe she could help get us a better place.** 
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The ensuing week winit by with a bu//. ;iiu! a 
whirl, circling about 'i'heroii Waves ib//y tarn 
sciousness like some huge, irritumn 

sent spinning under Sister SimUby‘;i te‘,ulure It uriv. 
Whenever his vagrant ineuu»ry rec'urri d tu li, m 
after months, he began by uuirvrlhng% and nt 1 d 
with a shudder of repulsion. 

It was a week cro\v<led witli i*veul wiui U 
seemed to him to shoot [Kist so switily that in 
effect they came all of a heap. He never r*.'..ivr-d 
the task, in retrospect, of arranging tlunn m ilirir 
order of secpience. 'I'hey hath liiHVi Vtu, a tlfliniir 
and interdependent chronuK^jy wlm h it i .Wiuth 
the while to trac'e. 

Mrs. Soulshy broiight her trunk n»»md t»* ih«- 
parsonage bright and early t»n Friday lii^umug, anti 
took up her lodgement in the bed tteihuMin, and 
her headquarters in the lujuse at litya', with a 
cheerful and businessdike manner. She tie aied 
nothing so much, slu* said, as (h it peMpie Je'tild 
not put themselves out on her attannU, nr ahnw 
her to get in their vv.iy. She appearrti tu ns# n 
this, too, and to have very gooil idei’t alneii 
securing its realization. 
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During both Friday and the following day, in¬ 
deed, Theron saw her only at the family meals. 
There she displayed a hearty relish for all that 
was set before her which quite won Mrs. Ware’s 
heart, and though she talked rather more than 
Theron found himself expecting from a woman, 
he could not deny that her conversation was both 
seemly and entertaining. She had evidently been 
a great traveller, and referred to things she had 
seen in Savannah or Montreal or Los Angeles in 
as matter-of-fact fashion as he could have spoken 
of a visit to Tecumseh. Theron asked her many 
questions about these and other far-off cities, and 
her answers were all so pat and showed so keen 
and clear an eye that he began in spite of himself 
to think of her with a certain admiration. 

She in turn plied him with inquiries about the 
principal pew-holders and members of his congre¬ 
gation,— their means, their disposition, and the 
measure of their devotion. She put these queries 
with such intelligence, and seemed to assimilate his 
replies with such an alert understanding, that the 
young minister was spurred to put dashes of char¬ 
acter in his descriptions, and set forth the idio¬ 
syncrasies and distinguishing ear-marks of his flock 
with what he felt afterward might have been too 
free a tongue. But at the time her fine air of 
appreciation led him captive. He gossiped about 
his parishioners as if he enjoyed it. He made a 
specially happy thumb-nail sketch for her of one of 
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his trustees, Erastus Winch, the loud-uu)uthei!, 
ostentatiously jovial, and really coki-heartcti cheese- 
buyer. She was particularly intero.stcd in hearing 
about this man. The personality of Winch .HceiiRal 
to have impressed her, and she brought tiie talk 
back to him more than once, and prtinijited I'tic- 
ron to the very threshold of indiscretion in his 
confidences on the subject. 

Save at meal-times, Sister Soulnl^y spent the two 
days out around among the Methodists of Ck'ta*- 
vius. She had little or nothing to say alnnit what 
she thus saw and heard, but usetl it as the basis tor 
still further in(]_uiries. She told more tliati otu'i% 
however, of how she had been presstal here or 
there to stay to dinner or supper, and lunv she hat I 
excused herself. I Ve knoe.ked alutut uh» mtu h/* 
she would explain to tlic War<*s, “not to ih;ht Jiy 
of random country cooking. When I hutl siu h a 
born cook as you arewell-- 1 know when I ‘tn 
well Alice flushetl with pleaseti pride at this, 

and Thcron himself felt that their visitor slunved 
great good sense. By Satunlay ut>un, the twt) 
women were calling each other by tiieir first names. 
Theron learned with a r’crtain interest that Sister 
Soulsby's Christian name was (hmdare. 

It was only natural that he should give even 
more thought to her than to her (fuairit and mda - 
miliar old Kthiojiian name. She was ntiduulardly 
a very smart woman. Tu his surprise sho hatf riovrr 
introduced in her talk any cjf tiie stoc;k tcligiou'i 
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and devotional phrases which official Methodists 
so universally employed in mutual converse. She 
might have been an insurance agent, or a school¬ 
teacher, visiting in a purely secular household, so 
little parade of cant was there about her. 

He caught himself wondering how old she was. 
She seemed to have been pretty well over the 
whole American continent, and that must take 
years of time. Perhaps, however, the exertion of 
so much travel would tend to age one in appear¬ 
ance, Her eyes were still youthful, — decidedly 
wise eyes, but still juvenile. They had sparkled 
with almost girlish merriment at some of his jokes. 
She turned them about a good deal when she 
spoke, making their glances fit and illustrate the 
things she said. He had never met any one whose 
eyes played so constant and prominent a part in 
their owner’s conversation. Theron had never seen 
a play; but he had encountered the portraits of 
famous queens of the drama several times in illus¬ 
trated papers or shop windows, and it occurred to 
him that some of the more marked contortions of 
Sister Soulsby’s eyes — notably a trick she had 
of rolling them swiftly round and plunging them, 
so to speak, into an intent, yearning, one might 
almost say devouring, gaze at the speaker — were 
probably employed by eminent actresses like 
E.istori and Fanny Davenport. 

The rest of Sister Soulsby was undoubtedly sub¬ 
ordinated in interest to those eyes of hers. Some- 
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times her face seemed to be revivinj^ ttanjuu'arily 
a comeliness which had been constant in former 
days; then again it would look dechledly, t»rgau- 
ically, plain. It was the worn and loose skimied 
face of a nervous, middle-aged woman, who had 
had more than her share of trouble, and dratik too 
much tea. She wore the collar of her dress rather 
low; and Theron found himself wondering at this, 
because, though long and expansive, her net'k ctT- 
tainly showed more cords and cavities than (-on- 
sorted with his vague ideal of statuest|ue beauty. 
Then he wondered at himself fur thinking alunit it, 
and abruptly reined x\p his fancy, only to fnul that 
it was playing with speculations as to wiiclher her 
yellowish complexion was due to that tea <lrinkitig 
or came to her as a legacy of Southern bUH)d. 

He knew that she was born in the South lu'cause 
she said so. From the same soun e he ieanicd 
that her father had l)eea a wi-althy planter, wh<) 
was ruined by the war, and sank iiittj u prenuitutt; 
grave under the weight of his ataaiumlateti losses. 
The large dark rings arouml Iter ey^*^ grew deeper 
still in their shadows when she tuhl alnnit this, 
and her ordinarily sharp voice ttiok on a mellMW 
cadence, with a soft, drawling acta*nt, turning //’ri 
into if'Sj and having no /*\s to s[>«sik of. 'I'hrton 
had imbibed somewhere in early days tlu- < otivie» 
tion that the South was tlic huul of romatice, id 
cavaliers and gallants and black eyes hashing 
behind mantillas and outspread fans, and some- 
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how when Sister Soulsby used this intonation she 
suggested all these things. 

But almost all her talk was in another key, — 
a brisk, direct, idiomatic manner of speech, with 
an intonation hinting at no section in particular. 
It was merely that of the city-dweller as distin¬ 
guished from the rustic. She was of about Alice's 
height, perhaps a shade taller. It did not escape 
the attention of the Wares that she wore clothes 
of a more stylish cut and a livelier arrangement 
of hues than any Alice had ever dared own, even 
in lax-minded Tyre. The two talked of this in 
their room on Friday night; and Theron explained 
that congregations would tolerate things of this 
sort with a stranger which would be sharply re¬ 
sented in the case of local folk whom they con¬ 
trolled. It was on this occasion that Alice in 
turn told Theron she was sure Mrs. Soulsby had 
false teeth, — a confidence which she immediately 
regretted as an act of treachery to her sex. 

On Saturday afternoon, toward evening. Brother 
Soulsby arrived, and was guided to the parsonage 
by his wife, who had gone to the depot to meet 
him. They must have talked over the situation 
pretty thoroughly on the way, for by the time the 
new-comer had washed his face and hands and 
put on a clean collar. Sister Soulsby was ready to 
announce her plan of campaign in detail. 

Her husband was a man of small stature and, 
like herself, of uncertain age. He had a gentle, 
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if rather dry, clean-shaven face, and wore his dust- 
colored hair long behind. His little figure was 
clad in black clothes of a distinctively clerical 
fashion, and he had a white neck-cloth neatly tied 
under his collar. The Wares noted that he looked 
clean and amiable rather than intellectually or spirit¬ 
ually powerful, as he took the vacant seat between 
theirs, and joined them in concentrating attention 
upon Mrs. Soulsby. 

This lady, holding herself erect and alert on 
the edge of the low, big easy-chair, had the air 
of presiding over a meeting. 

‘^My idea is,” she began, with an easy impli¬ 
cation that no one else’s idea was needed, “ that 
your Quarterly Conference, when it meets on 
Monday, must be adjourned to Tuesday. We 
will have the people all out to-morrow morning to 
love-feast, and announcement can be made there, 
and at the morning service afterward, that a series 
of revival meetings are to be begun that same 
evening. Mr. Soulsby and I can take charge in 
the evening, and we ’ll see to it that that packs the 
house, — fills the church to overflowing Monday 
evening. Then we ’ll quietly turn the meeting into 
a debt-raising convention, before they know where 
they are, and we ’ll wipe off the best part of the 
load- Now, don’t you see,” she turned her eyes 
full upon Theron as she spoke, you want to 
hold your Quarterly Conference after this money’s 
been raised, not before.” 
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I see what you mean/’ Mr, Ware responded 
gravely. But — ” 

But what 1 ” Sister SouLsby interjected, with 
vivacity. 

Well/’ said I'heron, picking his words, 
the first |)lace, it rests with the l^residing IClder to 
say whether an adjournment can be made until 
I'liesday, not with me.” 

That’s all right, l.cave that to me,” said the 
lady. 

In the se{X)nd i)lace,” Thcron went on, still 
more hesitatingly, ^M.herc seems a certain — what 
siiall I say ? ~ itulire('tion in •— in — ” 

** In getting thtan together for a revival, and 
springing a tlela-raising on tliem?” Sister Soulsby 
[>ut in. Why, man alive, that’s tht‘ best part of 
it. Vtni ought to 1 h* getting some notion by this 
time what these Octavius folks of yours arc like. 
I Ve <inly l)een here two days, but I’ve got their 
mtsasure down to an allsi)i<*c. Supposing you 
w<‘re to announce to-morrow tluat the <lel)t was to 
be raised Monday. How many vmm with bank- 
accotints would turn up, do you think? You could 
put them all in your eye, sir, “ all in your eye ! ” 

Very possibly you ’rc right,” faltered the young 
minister. 

** Right? Why, of counu; I hn right,” she said, 
with plrn^iil cr>nfitlence, You’ve got to take 
f«»lks as y{<u find lluuii; and you’ve g(it to nn<I 
them the besst way you can. One place can be 
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worked, managed, in one way, and another needs 
quite a different way, and both ways would be 
dead frosts — complete failures —in a third.” 

Brother Soulsby coughed softly here, and shuf¬ 
fled his feet for an instant on the carpet. His 
wife resumed her remarks with slightly abated 
animation, and at a slower pace. 

My experience,” she said, has shown me 
that the Apostle was right. To properly serve 
the cause, one must be all things to all men. I 
have known very queer things indeed turn out to 
be means of grace. You simply can't get along 
without some of the wisdom of the serpent. We 
are commanded to have it, for that matter. And 
now, speaking of that, do you know when the 
Presiding Elder arrives in town to-day, and where 
he is going to eat supper and sleep?” 

Theron shook his head. '^All I know is he 
isn’t likely to come here,” he said, and added 
sadly, I’m afraid he’s not an admirer of 
mine.” 

Perhaps that’s not all his fault,” commented 
Sister Soulsby. I ’ll tell you something. He 
came in on the same train as my husband, and 
that old trustee Pierce of yours was waiting for 
him with his buggy, and I saw like a flash what 
was in the wind, and the minute the train stopped 
I caught the Presiding Elder, and invited him in 
your name to come right here and stay; told 
him you and Alice were just set on his coming, — 
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wouldn’t take no for an answer. Of course he 
could n’t come, — I knew well enough he had 
promised old Pierce, — but we got in our invitation 
anyway, and it won’t do you any harm. Now, 
that’s what I call having some gumption, — wisdom 
of the serpent, and so on.” 

I’m sure,” remarked Alice, I should have 
been mortified to death if he had come. We lost 
the extension-leaf to our table in moving, and four 
is all it ’ll seat decently.” 

Sister Soulsby smiled winningly into the wife’s 
honest face. Don’t you see, dear,” she ex¬ 
plained patiently, I only asked him because I 
knew he could n’t come. A little butter spreads 
a long way, if it’s only intelligently warmed.” 

It was certainly very ingenious of you,” Theron 
began almost stiffly. Then he yielded to the 
humanities, and with a kindling smile added. 
And it was as kind as kind could be. I’m 
afraid your ’re wrong about it’s doing me any good, 
but I can see how well you meant it, and I’m 
grateful.” 

We could have sneaked in the kitchen table, 
perhaps, while he was out in the garden, and put 
on the extra long tablecloth,” interjected Alice, 
musingly. 

Sister Soulsby smiled again at Sister Ware, but 
without any words this time ; and Alice on the 
instant rose, with the remark that she must be 
going out to see about supper. 
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I’m going to insist on coming out to help 
you,” Mrs. Soulsby declared, as soon as I ’ve 
talked over one little matter with your husband. 
Oh, yes, you must let me this time. I insist! ” 

As the kitchen door closed behind Mrs. Ware, a 
swift and apparently significant glance shot its 
way across from Sister Soulsby’s roving, eloquent 
eyes to the calmer and smaller gray orbs of her 
husband. He rose to his feet, made some little 
explanation about being a gardener himself, and 
desiring to inspect more closely some rhododen¬ 
drons he had noticed in the garden, and forth¬ 
with moved decorously out by the other door into 
the front hall. They heard his footsteps on the 
gravel beneath the window before Mrs. Soulsby 
spoke again. 

You’re right about the Presiding Elder, and 
you ’re wrong,” she said. He is n’t what one 
might call precisely in love with you. Oh, I know 
the story, — how you got into debt at Tyre, and he 
stepped in and insisted on your being denied 
Tecumseh and sent here instead.” 

He was responsible for that, then, was he?” 
broke in Theron, with contracted brows. 

Why, don’t you make any effort to find out 
anything at ^r///”she asked pertly enough, but 
with such obvious good-nature that he could not 
but have pleasure in her speech. "Why, of course 
he did it 1 Who else did you suppose ? ” 

Well,” said the young minister, despondently, 
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if he’s as much against me as all that, I might as 
well hang up my fiddle and go homed’ 

Sister Soulsby gave a little involuntary groan of 
impatience. She bent forward, and, lifting her 
eyes, rolled them at him in a curve of downward 
motion which suggested to his fancy the image 
of two eagles in a concerted pounce upon a 
lamb. 

^^My friend,” she began, with a new note of 
impressiveness in her voice, if you ’ll pardon my 
saying it, you have n’t got the spunk of a mouse. 
If you ’re going to lay down, and let everybody 
trample over you just as they please, you’re 
right 1 You mtg/if as well go home. But now 
here, this is what I wanted to say to you: Do 
you just keep your hands off these next few 
days, and leave this whole thing to me. I ’ll 
pull it into shipshape for you. No — wait a 
minute — don’t interrupt now. I have taken a 
liking to you. You’ve got brains, and you’ve 
got human nature in you, and heart. What 
you lack is sabe, — common-sense. You ’ll get 
that, too, in time, and meanwhile I’m not going 
to stand by and see you cut up and fed to the dogs 
for want of it. I ’ll get you through this scrape, 
and put you on your feet again, right-side-up-with 
care, because, as I said, I like you. I like your 
wife, too, mind. She’s a good, honest little soul, 
and she worships the very ground you tread on. 
Of course, as long as people will marry in their 
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teens, the wrong people will get yoked up together. 
But that’s neither here nor there. She’s a kind, 
sweet little body, and she’s devoted to you, and 
it is n’t every intellectual man that gets even that 
much. But now it’s a go, is it? You promise to 
keep quiet, do you, and leave the whole show ab¬ 
solutely to me? Shake hands on it.” 

Sister Soulsby had risen, and stood now holding 
out her hand in a frank, manly fashion. Theron 
looked at the hand, and made mental notes that 
there were a good many veins discernible on the 
small wrist, and that the forearm seemed to swell 
out more than would have been expected in a 
woman producing such a general effect of lean¬ 
ness. He caught the shine of a thin bracelet- 
band of gold under the sleeve. A delicate, sig¬ 
nificant odor just hinted its presence in the air 
about this outstretched arm, — something which 
was not a perfume, yet deserved as gracious a 
name. 

He rose to his feet, and took the proffered hand 
with a deliberate gesture, as if he had been cau¬ 
tiously weighing all the possible arguments for and 
against this momentous compact. 

I promise,” he said gravely, and the two palms 
squeezed themselves together in an earnest clasp. 

Right you are,” exclaimed the lady, once more 
with cheery vivacity. Mind, when it’s all over, 
I’m going to give you a good, serious, downright 
talking to, — a regular hoeing-over. I’m not sure I 
216 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


sha’n’t give you a sound shaking into the bargain. 
You need it. And now I ’m going out to help 
Alice.” 

The Reverend Mr. Ware remained standing after 
his new friend had left the room, and his medita¬ 
tive face wore an even unusual air of abstraction. 
He strolled aimlessly over, after a time, to the 
desk by the window, and stood there looking out 
at the slight figure of Brother Soulsby, who was 
bending over and attentively regarding some pink 
blossoms on a shrub through what seemed to be a 
pocket magnifying-glass. 

What remained uppermost in his mind was not 
this interesting woman’s confident pledge of cham¬ 
pionship in his material difficulties. He found 
himself dwelling instead upon her remark about 
the incongruous results of early marriages. He 
wondered idly if the little man in the white tie, 
fussing out there over that rhododendron-bush, had 
figured in her thoughts as an example of these 
evils. Then he reflected that they had been men¬ 
tioned in clear relation to talk about Alice. 

Now that he faced this question, it was as if 
he had been consciously ignoring and putting it 
aside for a long time. How was it, he asked him¬ 
self now, that Alice, who had once seemed so bright 
and keen-witted, who had in truth started out im¬ 
measurably his superior in swiftness of apprehen¬ 
sion and readiness in humorous quips and conceits, 
should have grown so dull? For she was undoubt- 
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edly slow to understand things nowadays. 1 !cr 
absurd lugging in of the extension-table pr()t)kun, 
when the great strategic point of that invitatkni 
foisted upon the Presiding Elder came up^ was 
on]y the latest sample of a score of these lieavy- 
minded exhibitions that recalled themselves to 
him. And outsiders were apparently beginning 
to notice it He knew by intuition what tliosc 
phrases, **good, honest little soul*’ and kind, 
sweet little body ” signified, when another wcnuau 
used them to a husband about his wife, 'fhc very 
employment of that word little ” was enough, con¬ 
sidering that there was scarcely more than a hair’s 
difference between Mrs. Soulsby and Alice, and that 
they were both rather tali than otherwise, as the 
stature of women went. 

What she had said about the chronic^ misftjr- 
tunes of intellectual men in such matters gave 
added point to those meaning phrases. Nul)otly 
could deny that geniuses and men of conspicu¬ 
ous talent had as a rule, all through history, con¬ 
tracted unfortunate marriages. In rdmost every 
case where their wives were remembered at all, it 
was on account of their al)aurmal stupidity, or bad 
temper,or something of that sort, 'lake XarUippe, 
for example, and Shakespeare’s wih', aiul — anti 
—well, there was Byron, and Bulwer-hytton, auti 
ever so many others. 

Of course there was nothing to be done about it 
These things happened, and one could only put 
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tiie best possible face on them, and live one^s 
appointed life as patiently and contentedly as 
ini^dit l)e. And Alice undoubtedly merited all 
the praise which had been so generously bestowed 
upon her. She 7cnis good and honest and kindly, 
aiul there could be no doubt whatever as to her 
utter devotion to him. These were tangible, 
solid (pialitics, which must always secure respect 
for her. It was true that she no longer seemed 
to be very pu|>ular among people. He ([uestioned 
whether men, for instance, like Father Forbes and 
i)r. Ledsmar would care much about her. Vis¬ 
ions of the wifeless ami academic calm in which 
tiicse nu‘u spent their lives— an existence conse- 
crateil to literature niui kuowltsige an<l familiarity 
vvitli all the loftiest and tu)l)lest thoughts of the 
past— rose and enveloped him in a cloiul of <le- 
pression. No snch lot would he his! He must 
labor alottg among ignorant and spiteful narrow¬ 
minded i)eople to the end of his days, pocketing 
tlunr insults and fawning upon the iuirsh hamls of 
jealous iHuientities who liappencd to be his official 
masters, just to keep a roof over his head— or 
rather Alice’s, He must saerifiee everything to 
this, - his ambitions, his passionate ilesires to do 
real good in tiie world on a large* seale, his mental 
freedom, yes, even his (’hauce of having truly ele¬ 
vating, iutelledual fri<*udships. For it was plain 
enough that the men whose friendsluj) wuuUl lx* of 
genuine ami stimulating profit to him would not 
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like her. Now that he thought of it, she seemed 
latterly to make no friends at all. 

Suddenly, as he watched in a blank sort of way 
Brother Soulsby take out a penknife, and lop an 
offending twig from a rose-bush against the fence, 
something occurred to him. There was a curious 
exception to that rule of Alice’s isolation. She 
had made at least one friend. Levi Gorringe 
seemed to like her extremely. 

As if his mind had been a camera, Theron 
snapped a shutter down upon this odd, unbidden 
idea, and turned away from the window. 

The sounds of an active, almost strenuous con¬ 
versation in female voices came from the kitchen. 
Theron opened the door noiselessly, and put in 
his head, conscious of something furtive in his 
intention. 

^‘You must dreen every drop of water off the 
spinach, mind, before you put it over, or else — ” 

It was Sister Soulsby’s sharp and penetrating 
tones which came to him. Theron closed the 
door again, and surrendered himself once more 
to the circling whirl of his thoughts. 
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A LOVF.-FEAsr at nine in the morning opened 
the public services of a Sunday still memorable in 
the annals of Octavius Methodism. 

'Hiis ceremony, which four times a year prc- 
cetU‘d tlie sessi«)ns of the (Quarterly Conference, 
was nut necessarily an tnaait of iin[)ortance. It 
was an t)eeasion u|k)u which the brethren and 
sisters who dung to the oldfaHluoned, primitive 
ways of the itinerant <areuil”riders, let themselves 
go with emp!iasi/ed indepemlence, putting up 
more vehement firayers than usual, and adtling a 
specual ftrrvur of noise to their ** Ameas ! and 
other interjections, —and that was all 

It was 'Iheron’s first love-feast in Octavius, ^ 
and as the lag class room in the church basement 
began to fill up, and he noted liow tlie men with 
ultra radical views and the women did in the 
most ostentatious dralis and grays were crowding 
into the front seats, he felt his spirits sinking. He 
had literally to force himself from sentence to sen¬ 
tence, when the time came for him to rise and 
open the procaaalings with an exhortation. He 
had eagerly offered this function to the Presiding 
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Elder, the Rev. Aziel P. Larrabee, who sat in 
severe silence on the little platform behind him, 
but had been informed that that dignitary would 
lead off in giving testimony later on. So Theron, 
feeling all the while the hostile eyes of the Elder 
burning holes in his back, dragged himself some¬ 
how through the task. He had never known any 
such difficulty of speech before. The relief was 
almost overwhelming when he came to the cus¬ 
tomary part where all are adjured to be as brief as 
possible in witnessing for the Lord, because the 
time belongs to all the people, and the Discipline 
forbids the feast to last more than ninety minutes. 
He delivered this injunction to brevity with marked 
earnestness, and then sat down abruptly. 

There was some rather boisterous singing, dur¬ 
ing which the stewards, beginning with the plat¬ 
form, passed plates of bread cut in small cubes, 
and water in big plated pitchers and tumblers, 
about among the congregation, threading their 
way between the long wooden benches ordinarily 
occupied at this hour by the children of the Sun¬ 
day-school, and helping each brother and sister in 
turn. They held by the old custom, here in Octa¬ 
vius, and all along the seats the sexes alternated, 
as they do at a polite dinner-table. 

Theron impassively watched the familiar scene. 
The early nervousness had passed away. He felt 
now that he was not in the least afraid of these 
people, even with the Presiding Elder thrown in. 
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Folks who sang with such unintelligence, and who 
threw thtunselves with such undignified fervor into 
this childish business of the bread and water, 
could not 1)0 fonnidal)le antagonists for a man of 
intellect. He had never realized before what a 
spectat'le the Metliodist love-feast probably pre¬ 
sented to outsiders. What must they think of it! 

He hatl notice<l that the Soulsbys sat together, 
in tlie centre and toward the front Next to 
Brother Soulsby sat Alice. He thought she looked 
pale and preoccupied, and set it down in passing 
to iier innate distaste for the sombre garments she 
was wearing, atul for the com[)any she perforce 
fi)uud herst‘lf in. Am)ther lieatl was in the way, 
and for a time 'I'heron did not observe who sat 
beside Alice on the other sitle. Wluui at last he 
saw that it was Levi Hurringe, his instinct was to 
wonder wliat the lawyer must be saying to himself 
about these noisy aiul shallow enthusiasts. A re¬ 
curring emotion of loyalty to the simple ptH)[)le 
among wlu)m, after all, lu' had lived his whole life, 
prompted him to fetd that it was n’t wholly nice of 
Horring<^ to t'orne and enjoy this revelation of 
their foolish side, as if it were a circus. There 
was some vague nunnory in his mind which asso¬ 
ciated (lorringe with otlnu- love-feasts, and with a 
cynuail attitude toward them. Oh, yes I he had 
told lujw lit* went to on(^ just fir the sake of 
sitting ht‘sidc the girl he admired •—and was 
pursuing. 
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The stewards had completed their round, and 
the loud, discordant singing came to an end. 
There ensued a little pause, during which Theron 
turned to the Presiding Elder with a gesture of 
invitation to take charge of the further proceed¬ 
ings. The Elder responded with another gesture, 
calling his attention to something going on in 
front. 

Brother and Sister Soulsby, to the considerable 
surprise of everybody, had risen to their feet, and 
were standing in their places, quite motionless, and 
with an air of professional self-assurance dimly dis¬ 
cernible under a large show of humility. They 
stood thus until complete silence had been se¬ 
cured. Then the woman, lifting her head, began 
to sing. The words were ‘‘ Rock of Ages,” but no 
one present had heard the tune to which she 
wedded them. Her voice was full and very sweet, 
and had in it tender cadences which all her hearers 
found touching. She knew how to sing, and she 
put forth the words so that each was distinctly 
intelligible. There came a part where Brother 
Soulsby, lifting his head in turn, took up a tuneful 
second to her air. x41though the two did not, as 
one could hear by listening closely, sing the same 
words at the same time, they produced none the 
less most moving and delightful harmonies of 
sound. 

The experience was so novel and charming that 
listeners ran ahead in their minds to fix the num- 
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ber of verses there were in the hymn, and to hope 
that none would be left out. Toward the end, 
when some of the intolerably self-conceited local 
singers, fancying they had caught the tune, started 
to join in, they were stopped by an indignant 

sh-h ! ” which rose from all parts of the class¬ 
room ,* and the Soulsbys, with a patient and pensive 
kindliness written on their uplifted faces, gave 
that verse over again. 

What followed seemed obviously restrained and 
modified by the effect of this unlooked-for and 
tranquillizing overture. The Presiding Elder was 
known to enjoy visits to old-fashioned congrega¬ 
tions like that of Octavius, where he could indulge 
to the full his inner passion for high-pitched pas¬ 
sionate invocations and violent spiritual demeanor, 
but this time he spoke temperately, almost sooth¬ 
ingly. The most tempestuous of the local wit¬ 
nesses for the Lord gave in their testimony in 
relatively pacific tones, under the influence of the 
spell which good music had laid upon the gather¬ 
ing. There was the deepest interest as to what 
the two visitors would do in this way. Brother 
Soulsby spoke first, very briefly and in well- 
rounded and well-chosen, if conventional, phrases. 
His wife, following him, delivered in a melodious 
monotone some equally hackneyed remarks. The 
assemblage, listening in rapt attention, felt the 
suggestion of reserved power in every sentence she 
uttered, and burst forth, as she dropped into her 
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seat, in a loud chorus of approving ejaculations. 
The Soulsbys had captured Octavius with their 
first outer skirmish line. 

Everything seemed to move forward now with a 
new zest and spontaneity. Theron had picked 
out for the occasion the best of those sermons 
which he had prepared in Tyre, at the time when 
he was justifying his ambition to be accounted a 
pulpit orator. It was orthodox enough, but had 
been planned as the framework for picturesque 
and emotional rhetoric rather than doctrinal edifi¬ 
cation. He had never dreamed of trying it on 
Octavius before, and only on the yesterday had 
quavered at his own daring in choosing it now. 
Nothing but the desire to show Sister Soulsby 
what was in him had held him to the selection. 

Something of this same desire no doubt swayed 
and steadied him now in the pulpit. The labored 
slowness of his beginning seemed to him to be due 
to nervous timidity, until suddenly, looking down 
into those big eyes of Sister Soulsby’s, which were 
bent gravely upon him from where she sat beside 
Alice in the minister’s pew, he remembered that it 
was instead the studied deliberation which art had 
taught him. He went on, feeling more and more 
that the skill and histrionic power of his best days 
were returning to him, were as marked as ever, — 
nay, had never triumphed before as they were 
triumphing now. The congregation watched and 
listened, with open, steadfast eyes and parted lips. 

226 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


For the first time in all that weary quarter, their 
fiices shone. M'he sustaining sparkle of their gaze 
lifted him to a peroration unrivalled in his own 
rec'ollec'tion of himself. 

Me sat down, and bent his he:vd forward upon 
tlie open liible, breathing hard, but suffused with 
a glow of satisfaetion. His ears caught the music 
of tliat sighing rustle through the audience which 
bespeaks a profound impressit^n. He could 
scarcely kee‘p the fingers of his hands, covering 
his !)owt!d face in a devotional posture as they 
were, from drumming a jubilant tattoo. His pulses 
tlid this in every vein, throbbing with excited 
exultation. 'Hu* insistent whim seized him, as he 
still bent thus btdbre his prople, to whisper to his 
own heart, ** At last! 'Fhei th^gs 1 ” 

I'he announcement that in tlie (naming a scu'ies 
of revival meetings was to be inaugurattsl, had 
been made at the lovedVaist, and it was repcxited 
now from the pulpit, with the added statement 
that for the omu* the (dassoneetings usually fol¬ 
lowing tins morning servic-e would be suspended. 
'Then 'Hieron came down the ste|)s, conscious after 
a fashion that the Presiding IClder had laid a jm)- 
pitiatory hand on his shoulder and spoken amialdy 
alKHtt tlie stuamm, and that sc*veral groups of more 
or less important parislncmers were waiting in the 
aisle and the vestibule to shake Iiands and tell him 
how nuuh they had enjoyed the sertnon. His 
mind p*ave.’rsely kept hold of the thought that all 
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this came too late. He politely smiled his way 
along out, and, overtaking the Soulsbys and his 
wife near the parsonage gate, went in with them. 

At the cold, picked-up noonday meal which was 
the Sunday rule of the house, Theron rather 
expected that his guests would talk about the 
sermon, or at any rate about the events of the 
morning. A Sabbath chill seemed to have settled 
upon both their tongues. They ate almost in 
silence, and their sparse remarks touched upon 
topics far removed from church affairs. Alice, 
too, seemed strangely disinclined to conversation. 
The husband knew her face and its varying moods 
so well that he could see she was laboring under 
some very powerful and deep emotion. No doubt 
it was the sermon, the oratorical swing of which 
still tingled in his own blood, that had so affected 
her. If she had said so, it would have pleased 
him, but she said nothing. 

After dinner, Brother Soulsby disappeared in 
his bedroom, with the remark that he guessed he 
would lie down awhile. Sister Soulsby put on her 
bonnet, and, explaining that she always prepared 
herself for an evening’s work by a long solitary 
v/alk, quitted the house. Alice, after she had put 
the dinner things away, went upstairs, and stayed 
there. Left to himself, ILeron spent the after¬ 
noon in the easy-chair, and, in the intervals of 
confused introspection, read Recollections of 
my Youth ” through again from cover to cover. 
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lie went through the remarkable experiences 
attending the opening of the revival, when evening 
came, as one in a dream. I-ong before the hour 
for the service arrived, the sexton came in to tell 
him that the church was already nearly full, and that 
it was going to l)e impossible to preserve any dis¬ 
tinction in the matter of pews. When the party 
from the parsonage went over-—■ after another cold 
and mostly silent meal — it was to fiiul the 
interior of the (diurch densely packed, and people 
being turned away from the (loors. 

d’heron was sup|)osed to preside over what fol- 
ii)wed, and lie did sit on the central chair in the 
pulpit, betwiam the Presiding IClder and Brother 
Siadsliy, and on the several uecnlful i>eeasit>ns did 
line and perfinuHorily make tiu‘ formal remarks re- 
(gtired of him. The Idder preached a short, but 
vigorously phrased sermon, 'ihe Soul.sbys sang 
three or four times ^ on each occasion with fami¬ 
liar hymnal words set to nov'e.l, concerted music — 
and then separately exhorted the assemblage. 
'The husband’s part staaned well done. If his 
speech lacked some of the fire of the divine gird- 
ings wiu<!h older Melhotlists recalled, it still led 
straight, au<l with kindling fervem^y, tip to a season 
of |>ower, 'fhe wife tiHjk up the word as he sat 
tiown. She had risen from one of the side-seats; 
ami, speaking as she walked, she moved forward 
till she sU)od within the altar rail, iuune<liat<*ly 
under the pulpit, and from this place, facing the 
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listening throng, she delivered her harang”^ 
Those who watched her words most intently 8 
the least sense of meaning from them. 
phrases were all familiar enough, — Jesus a 
present help,” ^‘Sprinkled by the Blood,” Co: 
forted by the Word,” Sanctified by the Spi^ri' 
Born into the Kingdom,” and a hundred otli.c 
— but it was as in the case of her singing : ^ 

words were old; the music was new. 

What Sister Soulsby said did not matter. T 
way she said it — the splendid, searching svve 
of her great eyes ; the vibrating roll of her voi< 
now full of tears, now scornful, now boldly, ju* 
lantly triumphant; the sympathetic swaying off 
willowy figure under the stress of her eloquence 
was all wonderful. When she had finished, a 
stood, flushed and panting, beneath the shad 
■of the pulpit, she held up a hand deprecatiiii 
as the resounding xAmens ! ” and Bless t 
Lords ! ” began to well up about her. 

You have heard us sing,” she said, smiling 
apologize for her shortness of breath. '‘Now 
want to hear you sing ! ” 

Her husband had risen as she spoke, and on t 
instant, with a far greater volume of voice th 
they-had .hitherto disclosed, the two began Fix 
•Greenland’s Icy Mountains,” in the old, famil 
tune. It did not need Sister Soulsby’s urgent it 
•dramatic gesture to lift people to their feet. H 
•whole .assemblage sprang up, and, under the 
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ance of these two powerful loading voices, thun¬ 
dered the hymn out as Oetavius had never heard 
it before. 

W'hile its echoes were still alive, the woman 
began speaking again. ‘M)on’t sit down!” she 
c'ried, ^'ou would stand up if the President of 
the United States was going by, even if he was 
only going fiUning. How miu'h more should you 
Siam I up in lumor (af living souls [)assing forward 
to find their Saviour ! ” 

'Flu* psyi'hologieal monua^t was upon them. 
Uroans atul cries arose, and a pal[)ablc ferment 
stirred the throng, 'I'he exhortation to sinners 
io di'i'lire themselves, to come U> the altar, 
was luit only on tlic revivalist’s lips: it siauiu'd 
it) t[uivcr in the very air, to be bonu* on cvt*ry 
inarticulate ext-lamatitui in the t*lamor of the 
brethreti, A young woman, with a <lazt‘d and 
starllctl look in her cy«*s, rose* in the body of the 
ehnr<‘h treiuhlingjy hesitated fjr a moment, and 
then, with lunved hea<l an<l blushing eht‘eks, 
pressed her way out from the end of a crowded 
pew and d(jwn tin* ai'.le to the rail. A triumphant 
outlmnst of weleomiug ejacailathms swelhal to 
the roof as she knell tliere, and under its iiapetus 
others fthlowetl lu*r t'xampU*. With intersj)erse<l 
sttalt hes of song and shouted (‘n<*ourag(*mcnts the 
exeiteuumt rea<'hed its luaght only wlien twoseore 
ptsjple, moaly ytamg, were tightly elustered upon 
their knees abemt the rail, and in the space open- 
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ing upon the aisle. Above the confusion of peni¬ 
tential sobs and moans, and the hysterical murmur- 
ings of members whose conviction of entire sanctity 
kept them in their seats, could be heard the voices 
of the Presiding Elder, the Soulsbys, and the 
elderly deacons of the church, who moved about 
among the kneeling mourners, bending over them 
and patting their shoulders, and calling out to 
them : Fasten your thoughts on Jesus ! ” Oh, 
the Precious Blood ! ’’ Blessed be His Name ! ” 

Seek Him, and you shall find Him ! ” Cling 
to Jesus, and Him Crucified !’’ 

The Rev. Theron Ware did not, with the others, 
descend from the pulpit. Seated where he could 
not see Sister Soulsby, he had failed utterly to be 
moved by the wave of enthusiasm she had evoked. 
What he heard her say disappointed him. He 
had expected from her more originality, more 
spice of her own idiomatic, individual sort. He 
viewed with a cold sense of aloofness the evidences 
of her success when they began to come forward 
and abase themselves at the altar. The instant 
resolve that, come what might, he would not go 
down there among them, sprang up ready-made in 
his mind. He saw his two companions pass him 
and descend the pulpit stairs, and their action 
only hardened his resolution. If an excuse were 
needed, he was presiding, and the place to preside 
in was the pulpit. But he waived in his mind the 
whole question of an excuse. 
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After a little, he put his hand over his face, lean¬ 
ing the elbow forward on the reading-desk. The 
scene below would have thrilled him to the marrow 
six months, — yes, three months ago. He put a 
finger across his eyes now, to half shut it out. The 
spectacle of these silly young mourners ” — 
kneeling they knew not why, trembling at they 
could not tell what, pledging themselves frantically 
to dogmas and mysteries they knew nothing of, 
under the influence of a hubbub of outcries as 
meaningless in their way, and inspiring in much 
the same way, as the racket of a fife and drum 
corps, — the spectacle saddened and humiliated 
him now. He was conscious of a dawning sense 
of shame at being even tacitly responsible for such 
a thing. His fancy conjured up the idea of Dr. 
Ledsmar coming in and beholding this maudlin 
and unseemly scene, and he felt his face grow hot 
at the bare thought. 

Looking through his fingers, Theron all at once 
saw something which caught at his breath with a 
sharp clutch. Alice had risen from the minister’s 
pew — the most conspicuous one in the church — 
and was moving down the aisle toward the rail, 
her uplifted face chalk-like in its whiteness, and her 
eyes wide-open, looking straight ahead. 

The young pastor could scarcely credit his sight. 
He thrust aside his hand, and bent forward, only 
to see his wife sink upon her knees among the 
rest, and to hear this notable accession to the 
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mourners” hailed by a tumult of approving 
shouts. Then, remembering himself, he drew 
back and put up his hand, shutting out the strange 
scene altogether. To see nothing at all was a 
relief, and under cover he closed his eyes, and bit 
his teeth together. 

A fresh outburst of thanksgivings, spreading 
noisily through the congregation, prompted him to 
peer through his fingers again. Levi Gorringe was 
making his way down the aisle,—was at the 
moment quite in front. Theron found himself 
watching this man with the stern composure of a 
fatalist. The clamant brethren down below were 
stirred to new excitement by the thought that the 
sceptical lawyer, so long with them, yet not of 
them, had been humbled and won by the out¬ 
pourings of the Spirit. Theron’s perceptions were 
keener. He knew that Gorringe was coming for¬ 
ward to kneel beside Alice. The knowledge left 
him curiously undisturbed. He saw the lawyer 
advance, gently insinuate himself past the form of 
some kneeling mourner who was in his way, and 
drop on his knees close beside the bowed figure 
of Alice. The two touched shoulders as they 
bent forward beneath Sister Soulsby’s outstretched 
hands, held over them as in a blessing. Theron 
looked fixedly at them, and professed to himself 
that he was barely interested. 

A little afterward, he was standing up in his 
place, and reading aloud a list of names which one 
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of the stewards had given him. They were the 
names of those who had asked that evening to be 
taken into the ehurc'h as members on probation, 
d'lie sounds of the recent excitement were all 
hushed now, save as two or three enthusiasts in a 
('orutT raised thtur voices in abrii|)t greeting of 
each name in its turn, but 'Fheron felt somehow 
that this noise had l)een transferred to the inside 
of ills heath A continuous buzzing went on there, 
so that the sound of his voice was far-off and un¬ 
familiar in his ears. 

Ht‘ read through the list — comprising some 
fifteen items— and pronounetal the names with 
great disliiu'tncss. It was nctH'ssary to take [)ains 
with tills, l)eeause the only nanu* his blurred eyes 
seemed to see anywhere on the fotilscap sluaT was 
tiiat of Levi (iorringe. When he had finished ami 
was t;d\ing his seat, sonu? one lH‘gan speaking to 
him from tlie liody of the church, lit* saw that 
this was tile steward, who w'as cxplaiuing to him 
tlial the most important name of the lot— that of 
Brotlu’r (lorringe • liad not been n*ad out. 

d'heron smiled and sliook his head. Then, 
when the ih’esiding Elder louehed him on the arm, 
and assured him that h(‘ had not mentioned the 
name in <[Ui*stion, he replied (piiU" simply, and 
with another smile, ** I thought it was the only 
name I did reail out.” 

'Then he sat down abruptly, and let his head fall 
to one sid<*. Tliere were hurried movements 
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inside the pulpit, and people in the audience 
had begun to stand up wonderingly, when tlie 
Presiding Elder, with uplifted hands^ confronted 
them. 

will omit the Doxology, and depart quietly 
after the benediction,” he said. brother Ware 
seems to have been overcome by the heat.” 
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CHAPTER XVI 


HEK Theroii woke next morning, Alice seemed 
to Have dressed and left the room, — a thing which 
h.a.ci never happened before. 

fact connected itself at once in his brain 
'vitli the recollection of her having made an exhi¬ 
bition of herself the previous evening,—going for- 
’vva.rd before all eyes to join the unconverted and 
penitent sinners, as if she were some tramp or 
stia-dy female, instead of an educated lady, a pro¬ 
fessing member from her girlhood, and a minis¬ 
ter’s wife. It crossed his mind that probably she 
ha.cl risen and got away noiselessly, for very shame 
^t; looking him in the face, after such absurd 
behavior. 

Then he remembered more, and grasped the 
sitnation. He had fainted in church, and had 
been brought home and helped to bed. Dim 
memories of unaccustomed faces in the bedroom, 
of nauseous drugs and hushed voices, came to him 
out of the night-time. Now that he thought of it, 
he was a sick man. Having settled this, he went 
off to sleep again, a feverish and broken sleep, and 
remained in this state most of the time for the fob 
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lowing twenty-four hours. In the bric^f though 
numerous intervals of waking, he found certain 
things clear in his mind. One was that he was 
annoyed with Alice, but would dissemlile his feel¬ 
ings. Another was that it was much pkaisauter to 
be ill than to be forced to attend and take part in 
those revival meetings. 'These two itleas came 
and went in a lazy, drowsy fashion, ini.xing tlunn- 
selves up with otlier vagrant fancies, yet alw;iys 
remaining on top. 

In the evening the singing from the church itext 
door filled his room. The Soulsbys’ part of it was 
worth keeping awake for. He turned over and 
deliberately dozed when the congregation sang. 

Alice came up a number of tinu*s during tht‘ 
day to ask how he felt, and to bring him broth 
or toast-water. On several oi'casions, when lu* 
heard her step, the perverse in(iinatii)u mastcrc<l 
him to shut his eyes, and pretend to he aslcign so 
that she might tip-toe out again. She had a 
depressed and thoughtful air, aiul spoke tii him 
like one whose miml was on sojiuahiag else. 
Neither of them alhaied to what had hap|>emai the 
previous evening. 'Towanl the dcase tlu* long 
day, she came to ask him whetlier he would preter 
her to remain in the house, instead of atietaimg 
the meeting. 

by all means,” he said ahiucit <airtly. 

The Presiding Elder ami the Sunday st hutd 
superintendent called early 'Tuesday murning at 
238 



THE DAMNATION OF TIIERON WARE 


the parsonage to make brotlierly inquiries, and 
Theron was feeling so much better that he himself 
suggested tlu'ir coming u[)stairs to see him. I'he 
I’dder was in goo<l spirits ; he smiled approvingly, 
atid even put in a jocose word or two while the 
superinteudetit sketched for the invalid in a cheer- 
(wl way the leading incidents of the previous 
eveniiig. 

I'here had been an enormous ('rowd, even 
greater than that of Sunday night, and everybody 
iiad hven looking h)rwartl to another notable and 
ext'iiing staison t)f grace. These expectations were 
espetdally lieighteiual when Sister Soulsby ascended 
tile f ail pit stairs and took chargt? of the proceed¬ 
ings. She (lefcUTtHl to Faurs vitavs about women 
pri’aehers on Sundays, she said ; but on week-days 
she had just as mue.h right to snatch brands from 
the burning as Paul, or Ptder, or any other man. 
Slie went on like that, in a bree/.y, ufT-hand fashion 
whiiii tickled the audieiuaj immensely, and led to 
the liveliest antieipations of what wouhl happen 
when slie began upon the evening’s harvest of 
souls, 

liut it was something else that happemed. At a 
signal from SisU*r Soulsby the stewards got up, 
and, in an unconcerned sort of way, went through 
the throng to the rear of Ihi* <‘hurch, locked tlie 
doors, and put tlie keys in their pockets, d'he 
sister dryly (‘xplaiiual now to the surpriseil con- 
gn-gatitui that tlu*re was a season for all things, 
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and that on the present occasion they would sus¬ 
pend the glorious work of redeeming fallen human 
nature^ and take up instead the equally noble 
task of raising some fifteen hundred dollars which 
the church needed in its business. The doors 
would only be opened again when this had been 
accomplished. 

The brethren were much taken aback by this 
trick, and they permitted themselves to exchange 
a good many scowling and indignant glances, the 
while their professional visitors sang another of 
their delightfully novel sacred duets. Its charm 
of harmony for once fell upon unsympathetic ears. 
But then Sister Soulsby began another monologue, 
defending this way of collecting money, chaffing 
the assemblage with bright-eyed impudence on 
their having been trapped, and scoring, one after 
another, neat and jocose little personal points on 
local characteristics, at which everybody but the 
individual touched grinned broadly. She was so 
droll and cheeky, and withal effective in her talk, 
that she quite won the crowd over. She told a 
story about a woodchuck which fairly brought 
down the house. 

A man,^' she began, with a quizzical twinkle in 
her eye, ^^told me once about hunting a wood¬ 
chuck with a pack of dogs, and they chased it so 
hard that it finally escaped only by climbing a 
butternut-tree. ^But, my friend,’ I said to him, 
^woodchucks can’t climb trees, — butternut-trees 
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or any other kind, — and you know it! ’ All he 
said in reply to me was: ^ This woodchuck had 
to climb a tree 1 ' And that’s the way with this 
congregation. You think you can’t raise ^1,500, 
but you’ve got to.” 

So it went on. She set them all laughing; and 
then, with a twist of the eyes and a change of 
voice, lo, and behold, she had them nearly crying 
in the same breath. Under the pressure of these 
jumbled emotions, brethren began to rise up in 
their pews and say what they would give. The 
wonderful woman had something smart and apt 
to say about each fresh contribution, and used it 
to screw up the general interest a notch further 
toward benevolent hysteria. With songs and jokes 
and impromptu exhortations and prayers she kept 
the thing whirling, until a sort of duel of generosity 
began between two of the most unlikely men, — 
Erastus Winch and Levi Gorringe. Everybody 
had been surprised when Winch gave his first ;^50 ; 
but when he rose again, half an hour afterward, 
and said that, owing to the high public position of 
some of the new members on probation, he foresaw 
a great future for the church, and so felt moved 
to give another ^25, there was general amazement. 
Moved by a common instinct, all eyes were turned 
upon Levi Gorringe, and he, without the slightest 
hesitation, stood up and said he would give ;?ioo. 
There was something in his tone which must have 
annoyed Brother Winch, for he shot up like a dart, 
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and called out^ Put me down for fifty more; 
and that brought Gorringe to his feet with an 
added ^50, and then the two went on raising each 
other till the assemblage was agape with admiring 
stupefaction. 

This gladiatorial combat might have been going 
on till now, the Sunday-school superintendent con¬ 
cluded, if Winch hadn’t subsided. The amount 
of the contributions hadn’t been figured up yet, 
for Sister Soulsby kept the list; but there had 
been a tremendous lot of money raised. Of that 
there could be no doubt. 

The Presiding Elder now told Theron that the 
Quarterly Conference had been adjourned yester¬ 
day till to-day. He and Brother Davis were even 
now on their way to attend the session in the 
church next door. The Elder added, with an 
obvious kindly significance, that though Theron 
was too ill to attend it, he guessed his absence 
would do him no harm. Then the two men left 
the room, and Theron went to sleep again. 

Another almost blank period ensued, this time 
lasting for forty-eight hours. The young minister 
was enfolded in the coils of a fever of some sort, 
which Brother Soulsby, who had dabbled consider¬ 
ably in medicine, admitted that he was puzzled 
about. Sometimes he thought that it was typhoid, 
and then again there were symptoms which looked 
suspiciously like brain fever. The Methodists of 
Octavius counted no physician among their num- 
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bers, and when, on the second day, Alice grew 
scared, and decided, with Brother Soulsby’s assent, 
to call in professional advice, the only doctor’s 
name she could recall was that of Ledsmar. She 
was conscious of an instinctive dislike for the vague 
image of him her fancy had conjured up, but the 
reflection that he was Theron’s friend, and so 
probably would be more moderate in his charges, 
decided her. 

Brother Soulsby showed a most comforting tact 
and swiftness of apprehension when Alice, in men¬ 
tioning Dr. Ledsmar’s name, disclosed by her man¬ 
ner a fear that his being sent for 'Would create 
talk among the church people. He volunteered 
at once to act as messenger himself, and, with no 
better guide than her dim hints at direction, 
found the doctor and brought him back to the 
parsonage. 

Dr. Ledsmar expressly disclaimed to Soulsby all 
pretence of professional skill, and made him under¬ 
stand that he went along solely because he liked 
Mr. Ware, and was interested in him, and in any 
case would probably be of as much use as the 
wisest of strange physicians, — a view which the 
little revivalist received with comprehending nods 
of tacit acquiescence. Ledsmar came, and was 
taken up to the sick-room. He sat on the bed¬ 
side and talked with Theron awhile, and then 
went downstairs again. To Alice’s anxious inqui¬ 
ries, he replied that it seemed to him merely a 
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case of over-work and over-worry, about which 
there was not the slightest occasion for alarm. 

^^But he says the strangest things,” the wife put 
in. He has been quite delirious at times.” 

That means only that his brain is taking a rest 
as well as his body,” remarked Ledsmar. That 
is Nature’s way of securing an equilibrium of re¬ 
pose— of recuperation. He will come out of it 
v/ith his mind all the fresher and clearer.” 

I don’t believe he knows shucks ! ” was Alice’s 
comment when she closed the street door upon 
Dr. Ledsmar. Anybody could have come in and 
looked at a sibk man and said, ^ Leave him alone.’ 
You expect something more from a doctor. It’s 
his business to say what to do. And I suppose 
he ’ll charge two dollars for just telling me that 
my husband was resting ! ” 

'^No,” said Brother Soulsby, ^^he said he never 
practised, and that he would come only as a 
friend.” 

Well, it is n’t my idea of a friend, — not to 
prescribe a single thing,” protested Alice. 

Yet it seemed that no prescription was needed, 
after all. The next morning Theron woke to find 
himself feeling quite restored in spirits and nerves. 
He sat up in bed, and after an instant of weakly 
giddiness, recognized that he was all right again. 
Greatly pleased, he got up, and proceeded to 
dress himself. There were little recurring hints 
of faintness and vertigo, while he was shaving, but 
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he had the sense to refer these to the fact that he 
was very, very hungry. He went downstairs, and 
smiled with the pleased pride of a child at the 
surprise which his ap[)earancc at the door created. 
Alice and the Soulsbys were at breakfast. He 
joined them, and ate voraciously, declaring that it 
was worth a month's illness to have things taste so 
good once more. 

“You still look white as a sheet,” said Alice, 
warningly. “ If I were you, I W be careful in my 
diet for a spell yet.” 

h'or answer, d'heron let Sister SouLsby help him 
again to ham and eggs. He talked exclusively to 
Sister Soulsby, or rather invited her by his manner 
to talk to him, and listeiual and watched her with 
indtilent content. There was a sort of happy and 
inirifHHl languor in his physical and mental being, 
wiueh needed and ui)i)re<dated just this, —to sit 
next a bright and attractive woman at a good 
breakfast, and be ministered to by her sprightly 
('onviusation, by the (lash of her informing and 
inspiring eyes, and the nameless sense of sup¬ 
port and re[)ose whi^di her near proximity <*xhaled. 
He felt himself figuratively leaning against Sister 
St>ulsl)y’s buoyant personality, and resting. 

brother Houlsby, like the intelligent creature he 
was, ate his breakfast in peace; but Alice would 
interpost* remarks from time to time. Theron was 
eonseiouH of a <'ertain annoyance at this, and knew 
that lie was showing it by an exaggerated display 
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of interest in everything Sister Soulsby said, and 
persisted in it. There trembled in the background 
of his thoughts ever and again the recollection of 
a grievance against his wife, —an offence which she 
had committed, — but he put it aside as something 
to be grappled and dealt with when he felt again 
like taking up the serious and disagreeable things 
of life. For the moment, he desired only to be 
amused by Sister Soulsby. Her casual mention 
of the fact that she and her husband were taking 
their departure that very day, appealed to him as 
an added reason for devoting his entire attention 
to her. 

You must n’t forget that famous talking-to you 
threatened me with, — that • regular hoeing-over,’ 
you know,” he reminded her, when he found him¬ 
self alone with her after breakfast. He smiled as 
he spoke, in frank enjoyment of the prospect. 

Sister Soulsby nodded, and aided with a roll of 
her eyes the effect of mock-menace in her uplifted 
forefinger. Oh, never fear,” she cried. ''You ’ll 
catch it hot and strong. But that ’ll keep till after¬ 
noon. Tell me, do you feel strong enough to go 
in next door and attend the trustees’ meeting this 
forenoon ? It’s rather important that you should 
be there, if you can spur yourself up to it. By the 
way, you have n’t asked what happened at the 
Quarterly Conference yesterday.” 

Theron sighed, and made a little grimace of 
repugnance. If you knew how little I cared ! ” 
246 



THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


he saitL I did hope you M forget all about men¬ 
tioning that,— and everything else connected with 
— the next tloor. You talk so much more inter¬ 
estingly about other things.” 

“Here’s gratitude for you!” exclaimed Sister 
Soulsby, with a gay simulation of despair. “ Why, 
man alive, do you kiu)\v what I’ve done for you? 
1 got around on the Presiding Elder’s blind side, 

I captured old Pierce, I woiuul Winch right around 
my little finger, I worked two or three of the class- 
leadtu's — all on your account. The result was you 
went through as if you’d had your ears pinned 
back, ami Ikhui greased all over. You’ve got an 
extra hundred tlollars adiled to your salary ; do 
you liear? On the sixtli (fue.Uion of the order of 
business tlie h'dder ruUal tliat tlu! reeonnnendation 
of the last (Conference’s estimating committee (undd 
lie revis(*d (lietween ourselves he was wrong, but 
that does n’t matter), and so you’re in clover. 
And V(!ry friendly things were said about you, 
too.” 

“ it was very kind of you,” sahrriuTon. “ I am 
really extremely grateful to you.” Ho shook her 
by tlie hand to makt* up for what he realized to be 
a la(*k of fervor in his tout's. 

“ Well, then,” Sister Soulsby replied, “you pull 
yourself together, and take your place as chairman 
(»f the trustet's’ meeting, and see to it that, what- 
ev(*r eomes up, you side with old Pierce and 
Winch.” 

247 



THE DAMNATION OF TFIERON WARE 


Oh, they 're my friends now, are they? ” asked 
Theron, with a faint play of irony about his lips. 

Yes, that’s your ticket this election,” she 
answered briskly, and mind you vote it straight. 
Don’t bother about reasons now. Just take it 
from me, as the song says, ^that things have 
changed since Willie died,’ That’s all. And 
then come back here, and this afternoon we ’ll 
have a good old-fishioned jaw.” 

The Rev. Mr. Ware, walking with ostentatious 
feebleness, and forcing a com^entional smile upon 
his wan face, duly made his unexpected appear¬ 
ance at the trustees’ meeting in one of the smaller 
class-rooms. He received their congratulations 
gravely, and shook hands with all three. It re¬ 
quired an effort to do this impartially, because, 
upon sight of Levi Gorringe, there rose up sud¬ 
denly within him an emotion of fierce dislike and 
enmity. In some enigmatic way his thoughts had 
kept themselves away from Gorringe ever since 
Sunday evening. Now they concentrated with 
furious energy and swiftness upon him. T'heron 
seemed able in a flash of time to co-ordinate many 
recollections of Gorringe, — the early liking Alice 
had professed for him, the mystery of those pur¬ 
chased plants in her garden, the story of the girl 
he had lost in church, his offer to lend him money, 
the way in which he had sat beside Alice at the 
love-feast and followed her to the altar-rail in 
the evening. These raced abreast through the 
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young minister’s brain, yet with each its own 
image, and its relation to the others clearly 
dcfineil. 

He fouuil the nerve, all the same, to take this 
third trustee by the liand, and to thank him for 
his congratulations, anti even to say, with a sur- 
fu'.e smile of welcome, ‘‘It is Brother Gorringe, 
now, I remember.” 

'The work Ijefore the meeting was chiefly of a 
rcjutine. kind. In most [)laces this would have 
l)eeu transacted by the stewards; but in Octavius 
tiu'se minor oflit'ials ha,d degtmerated into mere 
ceremoiiHl abstratUions, who humbly ratified, or by 
arr.ingeineut anticipated, the will t)f tlie powerful, 
mortgage i)wning trustet's. 'I'heianr sat languiilly 
at the lieatl of tlie ta!)lt‘ while these comiuun- 
|»lace matters fKissed in their course, noting the 
intonatirms of Gorringe’s voice as he read from 
his seeiartary’s book, and finding Ins <.*ar disphansed 
by tiuan. No issue arose upon any of these trivial 
affairs, aiul tlu* minister, feeling faint ami weary in 
the heal, wondered why Sister Soulsby had insistetl 
on his coming. 

All at once lie sat up straight, with an instinc¬ 
tive warning in his mind that liert' was the thing. 
Gorringe had takmi up the subji'ct of the “tlebt- 
raising ” evening, ami read out its essentials as 
tliey had been embodied in a n?port of the stew¬ 
ards. 'Hie grt)ss sum obtained, in cash and prom- 
i.^ics, was ,$1,560. d'he stevvards had cullec'.tctd of 
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this a trifle less than half, but hoped to get it all 
in during the ensuing quarter. There were, also, 
the bill of Mr. and Mrs. Soulsby for ^^150, and the 
increases of ^100 in the pastor’s salary and $25 
in the apportioned contribution of the charge 
toward the Presiding Elder’s maintenance, the 
two latter items of which the Quarterly C'onfer- 
ence had sanctioned. 

want to hear the names of the subscribers 
and their amounts read out,” put in Brother 
Pierce. 

When this was done, it became apparent that 
much more than half of the entire amount had 
been offered by two men. Levi Gorringe’s $450 
and Erastus Winch’s ^425 left only $690 to be 
divided up among some seventy or eighty other 
members of the congregation. 

Brother Pierce speedily stopjaal tlu‘ reading of 
these subordinate names. d’hey ’re of no concern 
whatever,” he said, despite the fact that his own 
might have been reached in time. d'hosc first 
names are what I was getting at. Have those two 
first amounts, the big ones, be’n jaiid?” 

^K 3 ne has — the other not,” replied Gorringc. 

''/’/r-cisely,” remarked the .stmior irmive, 
^'And I’m goin’ to move that it m^ed n’t be i>ai<l, 
either. When Brother Winch, lu‘re, Ix'gan holUnin’ 
out those extra twentyTivcs and fifties, that even¬ 
ing, it was under a complete misapprehension. 
He’d be’n on the cheese board that same Mon- 
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day afternoon, and he ^d done what he thought 
was a mighty big stroke of business, and he felt 
liberal a(xa>nling. I know just what that feelin’ is 
myself. If I’d be’n makin’ a mint o’ money, 
instead o’ livsin’ all the while, as I do, I’d ’a’ done 
just the same, but the next day, lo, and behold, 
brt>tluT Winch found that it was all a mistake,— 
he had n’t made a single penny.” 

f'ac't is, I lost by the whcde transaction,” put 
in Erastus Winch, defiantly. 

Just so,” brother Pierce went on. lost 

money. \'ou liavc his own word for it. Well, 
then, I say it wouUl lie a burning shame for us to 
consent to touch ont^ penny of what he ofTtTcd to 
givi‘, in tlu‘ fuhu'ss of Ids heart, while he was 
lalioriiP umler that dtdusion. And I move he be 
not asked for it. We Ve got cpdte as much as we 
n<‘ed, without it. I [lut my motion.” 

*‘1'hat is, }vu don’t put it,” sugg(*sted Wincdi, 
<’onvctingly. You move it, and brother Ware, 
whom we’rt‘ all so glad to see able to come and 
prcsitle, — he ’ll put it.” 

d'lu*re was a inonumt’s silence. Von’ve heard 
the motion,” said d‘h<‘ron, tentatively, and then 
|KUised fir possible remarks, lie was not going 
to meddle in tliis thing himself, an<I (lorringe was 
the only otlier who might have an o|)inion to odVr. 
The lua’rssitics of tlu‘ situation foreed him lo 
glaiu'e at the lawyer iiujuiriuidy. He did so, nncl 
turned his eyes away again like a shot, (lorringe 
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was looking him squarely in the face, and the look 
was freighted with satirical contempt. 

The young minister spoke between clinched 
teeth. All those in favor will say Aye.” 

Brothers Pierce and Winch put up a simulta¬ 
neous and confident Aye.” 

No, you don’t 1 ” interposed the lawyer, with 
deliberate, sneering emphasis. “ I decidedly pro¬ 
test against Winch’s voting. He’s directly inter¬ 
ested, and he must n’t vote. Your chairman knows 
that perfectly well.” 

Yes, I think Brother Winch ought not to vote,” 
decided Theron, with great calmnes.s. He .saw 
now what was coming, and underneath his surface 
composure there were sharp fluttcrings. 

<< Very well, then,” said Gorringe. I vote No, 
and it’s a tie. It rests with the chairman now to 
cast the deciding vote, and say whether this inter¬ 
esting arrangement shall go tlirough or not.” 

^'Me?” said Theron, eying the lawyer with a 
cool self-control whidi had come all at once to 
him. ^^Me? Oh, I vote Aye.” 


CHAPTER XVII 


WfjJ., I clitl what you told inc to do/' Theron 
Ware remarked to Sister Soulsby, when at last they 
found themselves alone in the sitting-room after 
the mitlday meal. 

It had taken not a little strategic skirmishing to 
seoure the room to themselves, for the hospitable 
x\iica\ much toiu'hed by the thought of her new 
friend’s departun* that very evening, had gladly 
pri)posed to let all the work stan<l over until night, 
and devote herst'lf euliri*ly to Sister Soulsby. 
When, finally, Hrotiicr Soulsby conceived and deftly 
cxetniled the rc/// of interesting her in the budding 
of roses, and then hauling her off into the garden 
tt) see with her t)wn eyes how it was done, 'i'heron 
had a sense of being left alone with a cu»('ouspira- 
tor. 'The notion impelled him to plunge at once 
into the heart of their mystery. 

** I did what you tohl me to do," he repeated, 
Iot>king up from Ids Unv easy^ehair t,t> where she 
sat by the desk; “and I dare say you won’t be 
surprised when I add that I have no respect fur 
myself fur doing it." 

“ And yet ye>u would go and <lo it right over 
again, eli? " tlic woman said, in bright, pert tones, 
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nodding her head, and smiling at him with roguish, 
comprehending eyes. '' Yes, that’s the way we ^re 
built- We spend our lives doing that sort of 
thing.’' 

I don’t know that you would precisely grasp 
my meaning,” said the young minister, with a 
polite effort in his words to mask the untoward 
side of the suggestion. It is a matter of con¬ 
science with me ; and I am pained and shoc'ked 
at myself.” 

Sister Soulsby drummed for an absent moment 
with her thin, nervous fingers on the desk-iop. 

I guess maybe you’d better go and lie down 
again,” she said gently. You’re a .sick man, 
still, and it’s no good your worrying your head just 
now with things of this sort. You ’ll see them dif¬ 
ferently when you ’re quite yourself again.” 

No, no,” pleaded 'Fheron. ^M)o k‘t ns liavc‘ 
our talk out! I ’m all right. IMy mind is clear as 
a bell. Truly, I’ve really counted on this talk 
with you.” 

But there’s somethingeisc to talk about, is n’t 
there, besides—besides your <a)ns('i(aice ? ” .she 
asked. Her eyes bent upon him a kindly pressure 
as she spoke, which took all |)0.ssible hanshness from 
her meaning. 

Theron answered the glance rather tlian lier 
words. '' I know that you are my friend,” he saitl 
simply. 

Sister Soulsby straightened herself, and looked 
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down upon him with a new intentness. “ WcW^ 
then/' she began, ^Met’s thrasli this thing out right 
now, and be done with it. You say it's hurt your 
conscuence to (h) just one little hundredth part of 
what there was to l)e done here. Ask yourself 
what you mean by that. IMind, I hn not tpiarrel- 
Ung, and I hn not thinking about anything except 
just your own state of mind. You think you soiled 
your hands l)y doing what you did. I'hat is to 
say, you watited a// the dirty work done by other 
people. 'That’s it, isn’t it?” 

‘I'he Rev. Mr. Ware sat up, in turn, and looked 
doul)tinglv into his <‘ompanion’s fat'c. 

we were going to be frank, you know,” she 
added, with a pleasant play of mingled mirth and 
honest liking in lier eyes. 

*' No,” he said, |)ieking his words, my point 
would ratlu:r he that —that there ought not to 
havt‘ been any of wliat you yourself call this — this 
* dirty work.’ 7/idf is my feeling.” 

“ Now Wi* 're getting at it,” said Sister Soulsby, 
lu’iskly. ** My dear friend, you migiR just as well 
say that potatoes are unelean and unfit to eat 
liet'ause manure is put into the ground they grow 
in. Just look at the <’ase. Your I'hnreh here was 
running behind every year. Your people had got 
into a habit of janting in nickels insteail of dimes, 
and letting yon sweat for the difference. 'That’s a 
habit, like tobata-o, or biting your finger-nails, or 
auytliing else. Either ytai were all to come to 
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smash here, or the people liad to be shaken up, 
stood on their heads, broken of their habit It’s 
my business — mine and Soulsby’s — to do that 
sort of thing. We came here and we ditl it, — 
did it up brown, too. We not only raised all the 
money the church needs, and to spare, but I took 
a personal shine to you, and went out of my way 
to fix up things for you. It is n’t only the extra 
hundred dollars, but the whole tone of the congre¬ 
gation is changed toward you now. You ’ll sc'C 
that they ’ll be asking to have you back here, next 
spring. And you ’re solid with your Presiding 
Elder, too. Well, now, tell me straight, — is tluit 
worth while, or not? ” 

'' I ’ve told you that I am very grateful,” 
answered the minister, ^^and I say it again, ami 
I shall never be tired of repeating it. Eut— but 
it was the means I had in niind.” 

Quite so,” rejoined the sister, patiently. If 
you saw the way a hotel dinner was coc^ktal, you 
wouldn’t be able to stomach it. Ditl yt)u evtTsee 
a play? In a theatre, I mean. 1 sup]H)sed not. 
But you ’ll understand when I say that the ptT- 
formance looks one way from where the amlienet^ 
sit, and quite a different way when you are btBiml 
the scenes. 77iere you see that the trees and 
houses are cloth, and the moon is tissue paper, 
and the flying fairy is a iniddle-agtal wt)man strung 
up on a rope. That does n’t prove that the play, 
out in front, isn’t beautiful and affecting, and ail 
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that. It only shows that everything in this world 
is |)n)chu‘ed by machinery —by organization. 
I'he troul)le is that you’ve been let in on the 
singe, behind the scenes, so to speak, and you *re 
so green — if you ’ll pardon me — that you want to 
sit down and cry because tiie trees are cloth, and 
tlie moon is a lantern. And / say. Don’t be such 
a goose!” 

I Si‘e what you mean,” Theron said, with an 
answering sinile. He added, more gravely, All 
the same, the Wiiu'h business seems to me -— ” 

Now the Winch Inisiness is my own affair,” 
Sister Soulshy broke in abnii>tly. I take all the 
responsibility fur that. You need know nothing 
about it. simply vule<l as you <lid on the merits 

of the ease as he presentc<l them, — that’s all.” 

” lliertm began, and then paused. 
Sometiung had occurred to him, ami he knitted 
his brows to follow its course of expansion in his 
mind. Suddetdy he raised his head, “'I'hcn you 
arranged with Winch to make tlu^se bogus oHers 
* just to lead otliers on?” he demandtal. 

Sister Soulsby’s large eyes beamed down upon 
him in reply, at fust in open merriment, then more 
soberly, till their regard was almost p<‘nsive. 

Let us talk of something else,” she said. All 
that is past and gone. It iuvs tiuihing to do with 
you, anyway. I ’vc got some adviee to give yon 
about ktagung up this grip you've got on your 
people.” 
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The young minister had risen to his feet while 
she spoke. He put his hands in his pockets, uud 
with rounded shoulders began slowly pacdug the 
room. After a turn or two he came to the desk, 
and leaned against it. 

I doubt if it’s worth while going into that/’ he 
said, in the solemn tone of one who feels that an 
irrevocable thing is being uttered. She waited to 
hear more, apparently. I think I shall go away 
— give up the ministry,” he added. 

Sister Soulsby’s eyes revealed no such shock of 
consternation as he, unconsciously, had looked for. 
They remained quite calm; and when she spoke, 
they deepened, to fit her speech, witli what he read 
to be a gaze of affectionate melancholy, “ one 
might say pity. She shook her head slowly. 

<<No — don’t let any one else hear you say 
that,” she replied. My poor young fi iend, it \s 
no good to even think it. 'The real wisdom is to 
school yourself to move along smoothly, and not 
fret, and get the best of what’s going. I’ve 
known others who felt as you <lo, — of course 
there arc times when every young man of brains 
and high notions feeds that way, — but there’s no 
help for it. I’hose who tried to get out only 
broke themselves, d'hose who stayed in, and 
made the best of it — well, one of them will be a 
bishop in another ten years.” 

Theron had started walking again. '' but the 
moral degradation of it 1 ” he snapped out at her, 
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over his shoulder. I M rather earn the meanest 
Uvin‘ 4 , at an honest trade, and bo free from it.” 

‘^’I'luit may all be,” responded Sister SoiiLsby. 

Hut it isn’t a i[uestiv)n of what you’d rather do. 
It’s what you can do. How cx)uld p’e// earn a 
living? What tratlc or business <lo you suppose 
you could take up now, aiul get a living out of? 
Not one, my man, not one.” 

d'heron stopped and stared at her. I'his view 
of ins t'a|)abillties c'.ame upon him with the force 
anti effect of a blow. 

i diUi’t disctwer, myself,” he began stuni- 
blingly, “ that I hn so (X)ns[)icuously inferior to the 
men I see about me who do make livings, and 
very gtnul ones, too.” 

"M )f ('ourse you’re not,” she replied with easy 
promptness; you ’re gnaitly the other way, or I 
slujttld n’t be taking this troulde witli you. Hut 
you’re what you arc becaust* you’re where you are. 
'The luiuiumt you try ou 1>eing somewhere 
you’re <loiu* for. lu all this vvt)rld nobody else 
comes tii such unmerciful and universal grief as 
tlu‘ unfrocked prit'st.” 

T'lu‘ [)hrase sent 'rheron’s fam^y roving. ** I 
know a (alhoHe priest,” he said irrelevantly, ^'who 
diH'sn’t believe an atom in — in things.” 

Very likely,” said SiiUer vSoulsby. Most of 
ns do. Hut you <lon’t hear film talking about 
going auil earning his living, I ’ll bet 1 Or if he 
dueri, he takes powerful good care nut to go, all the 
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same. They 'vc got horsc-scnse, those priests. 
They’re artists, too. They know how to allow fur 
the machinery behind the scenes.” 

^^But it’s all so diflercnt,” urged the young 
minister; “ the same things arc not expected of 
them. Now I sat the other night and watched 
those people you got up around the altar-rail, 
groaning and shouting and crying, and tlie others 
jumping up and down with excitement, and Sister 
Lovejoy — did you see her? — coming out cd* her 
pew and regularly waltzing in the aisle, witli her 
eyes shut, like a whirling dervish — I positively 
believe it was all that made me ill. I could n’t 
stand it. I can’t stand it now. I won’t go back 
to it 1 Nothing shall make me 1 ” 

Oh-h, yes, you will,” she njoined sooth¬ 
ingly. There’s nothing else to do. just put a 
good face on it, and make up your mind U) g<,*t 
through by treading on as few corns as possible, 
and keeping your own toes well in, and you’ll be 
surprised how easy it ’ll all come to l)e. You wvre 
speaking of the revival business. Now that ex¬ 
emplifies just what I was saying, —- it’s a |>art of our 
machinery. Now a church is like everything else, 
— it’s got to have a boss, a head, an authority of 
some sort, that people will listen to and miiul. 
The Catholics are different, as you say. d'htur 
church is chuck-full of authority, — all the way from 
the Pope down to the priest,—and accordingly 
they do as they Te told. But the Protestants, —- 
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your Methodists most of all, — they say ^ No, we 
won’t have any authority, we won’t obey any boss.’ 
Very well, what happens? Wc who are responsible 
for running the thing, and raising the money and 
so on, — we have to put on a spurt every once in a 
while, and work up a general state of excitement; 
and while it’s going, don’t you see that //uzjt is the 
authority, the motive power, whatever you like to 
call it, by which things are done ? Other denomi¬ 
nations d()u’t need it. We do, and that’s why 
we ’ve got it.” 

Uni the mean dishoiu'sty of it all! ” T’heron 
brtjke forlli. lie moved about again, his bowed 
face* drawn as with bodily suffering. ^^'Flic low- 
hont tri<*ks, the hypcicrisies ! I feel as if I could 
nevtu* so uuu'h as look at these peot>le here again 
without disgust,” 

^0)h, now that’s where you make your mis* 
take,” Sister Soulsliy |)ut in placidly. 'These 
f)co[>lc of yours are not a whit worse than other 
people. 'They ’v(“ got their good streaks and their 
bad strtsaks, just like tlu‘ rest of us. 'Take them 
by and largtg they ’re ([uite on a par with other 
folks the wht)le ccnmtry thrmigh.” 

I don’t belic've th(»re’s another congregation 
in the (!onferenc<‘ wluue — where this sort of 
thing w{)uld have been needed, or, I might say, 
toloratc’d,” in:i*;((*d 'I'heron. 

Perhaps you’re right,” the other assented; 
but that only shows that your people here are 
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different from the others — not that they he worse. 
You don’t seem to realize : Octavius, so far as the 
Methodists are concerned, is twenty or thirty years 
behind the times. Now that has its advantages 
and its disadvantages. The church here is tough 
and coarse, and full of grit, like a grindstone ; 
and it does ministers from other more niminy- 
piminy places all sorts of good to come here once 
in a while and rub themselves up against it. It 
scours the rust and mildew off from their piety, 
and they go back singing and shouting. But of 
course it’s had a different effect with you. You he 
razor-steel instead of scythe-steel, and the grind¬ 
ing’s been too rough and violent for you. But 
you see what I mean. These people here really 
take their primitive Methodism seriously. To 
them the profession of entire sanctification is truly a 
genuine thing. Well, don’t you see, when people 
just knota that they ’re saved, it does n’t seem to 
them to matter so much what they do. ^I'hcy feel 
that ordinary rules may well be bent and twisted 
in the interest of people so supernaturally good as 
they are. That’s pure human nature. It’s always 
been like that.” 

Theron paused in his walk to look absently at 
her. ‘^That thought,” he said, in a vague, slow 
way, seems to be springing up in my path, 
whichever way I turn. It oppresses me, and yet 
it fascinates me, — this idea that the dead men 
have known more than we know, done more 
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than vve do; that there is nothing new any¬ 
where ; that — ” 

Never mind the dead men,” interposed Sister 
Soulsby. Just you come and sit down here. I 
iiate to have you straddling al)oiit the room when 
I hu trying to talk to you.” 

I'hcron o!)eyed, and as he sank into the low 
seat, Sister Soulsby drew up her chair, and put her 
hand on his shoulder. Her gaze rested upon his 
with im|)rcssive steadiness. 

And now I want to talk seriously to you, as a 
fritmd,” she l)egau. ** You mustn’t breathe to any 
living send the siuulow of a hint of this nonsense 
alnnit It'aving the ministry. I could see how you 
were fet‘ling, I saw tlu‘ l)ook you were reading 
the first time I ent<*red this room, — an<l that 
made me like you; only 1 expeeteil to find yon 
mixing up mure worldly gumption with your 
Renan, Well, perha|is I like you all the hotter 
for not having it for being so delightfully fresh. 
At any rate, that made me sail in and straighten 
your affairs for you. And now, for (rod’s sake, 
kt'ep them straight. Just put all notions of any- 
tldng else out of your he:ul. Watch your chief 
men and women, and be friemds with them. 
Keep your eye oinm for what they think you 
ouglU to do, and do it. Have your own ideas as 
much as you like, read what you like, say * Damn ’ 
under your breath as much as yon like, but don’t 
let gcH»f your job. 1 ’vc knc)cke<i about too much, 
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and I Ve seen too many promising young fellows 
cut their own throats for pure moonshine, not to 
have a right to say that.” 

Theron could not be insensible to the friendly 
hand on his shoulder, or to the strenuous sincerity 
of the voice which thus adjured him. 

‘‘Well,” he said vaguely, smiling up into her 
earnest eyes, ‘^if we agree that it is moonshine.” 

See here ! ” she exclaimed, with renewed ani¬ 
mation, patting his shoulder in a brisk, automatic 
way, to point the beginnings of her confidences: 

I dl tell you something. It’s about myself. 
I’ve got a religion of my own, and it’s got just 
one plank in it, and that is that the time to sepa¬ 
rate the sheep from the goats is on Judgimmt 
Day, and that it can’t be done a minute before^.” 

The young minister took in the thought, and 
turned it about in his mind, and smiled upon it. 

And that brings me to what I’m going to tell 
you,” Sister Soulsby continued. She leaned ba(‘k in 
her chair, and crossed her knees so that one well- 
shaped and artistically shod foot poised itself close 
to Theron’s hand. Mcr eyes dwelt iijioii his fac*e 
with an engaging candor. 

I began life,” she said, as a girl by running 
away from a stupid home with a man that I knew 
was married already. After that, I KU[iported my¬ 
self for a good many years, — generally, at first, on 
the stage. I ’vc been a front-ranker in Amazon 
ballets, and 1 ’vc been leading lady in comic opera 
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companies out West. I told fortunes in one 
room of a ininiug-canip hotel where the biggest 
game of faro in the Territory went on in anotlier. 
I ’vc l)een a professional clairvoyant, and I Ve been 
a professional medium, and I've been within one 
vote of being indicted by a grand jury, and the 
money that l)oi!ght that vote was put up by the 
smartest and most famous train-gambler between 
Omalia and ’Frisco, a gentleman who died in his 
boots and tt>uk three sheriifs deputies along with 
him to Kimtflom-C’ome. Now, that’s my record.” 

T’herou looked earnestly at her, and said nothing. 

And now takc‘ Soulsby, ” siie went on. *H)f 
course I tak<‘ it for granted there N a good deal 
that lie has never felt c'alletl u[)on to mention. 
ID* hasn’t what you may call a talkative tempera¬ 
ment. Hut there is also a good deal that I do 
kntnv. He’s lanm an a<aor, too, aiul to this day 
I hi back hiin against F<l\vin Booth himself to 
rcciUt *(Tarcuc!c’s Dream.’ And he’s been a 
nualinm, and then he was a travelling phrenologist, 
and for a long time he was a<ivau<'c agent for a 
British Blondes show, anti when I first saw him he 
was h'cturing tm female diseases — and he had 
his turn vvitli a grand jury too. In faett, he 
was what ytiu may call a regular bad old rooster.” 

Again 'fherou suffered the pause to lapse with- 
tml comment, save for an amorphous sort t>f 
ctmversatum which he? felt to be going on between 
ins eyes ami tliosc of SisU*r Suulsl)y. 
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^^Well, then/’ she resumed, much for us 
apart. Now about us together. We liked each 
other from the start. We compared notes, and 
we found that we had both soured on living by 
fakes, and that we were tired of the road, and 
wanted to settle down and be respectable in our 
old age. We had a little money, — enough to see 
us through a year or two. Soulsby had always 
hungered and longed to own a garden and raise 
flowers, and had never been able to stay long 
enough in one place to see so much as a bean-pod 
ripen. So we took a little place in a quiet coun¬ 
try village down on the Southern Tier, and he 
planted everything three deep all over the place, 
and I bought a roomful of cheap good books, 
and we started in. We took to it like ducks to 
water for a while, and I don’t say that we could n’t 
have stood it out, just doing nothing, to this very 
day; but as luck would have it, during the first 
winter there was a revival at the local Methodist 
church, and we went every evening, — at first just 
to kill time, and then because we found we liked 
the noise and excitement and general racket of the 
thing. After it was all over each of us found that 
the other had been mighty near going up to the 
rail and joining the mourners. And another thing 
had occurred to each of us, too, — that is, what 
tremendous improvements there were possible in 
the way that amateur revivalist worked up his 
business. This stuck in our crops, and we figured 
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on it all through the winter. -—Well, to make a long 
story short, we finally went into the thing ourselves.^^ 
Tell me one thing/’ interposed Theron. I 
anxious to understand it all as we go along. 
Were you and he at any time sincerely converted? 
— that is, I mean, genuinely convicted of sin 
anti conscious of — you know what I mean ! ” 

Oh, bless you, yes,” responded Sister Soulsby. 

Not only once — dozens of times ■— I may say 
every time. We could n’t do good work if we 
weren’t. But that’s a matter of temperament — 
of emotions.” 

Pret'isely. That was what I was getting at,” 
explained d'lun'on. 

** U'elh then, hear what / was getting at,” she 
went on. ** Vou were talking very loiully here 
about frauds and hyjiocrisics and so on, a few 
minutes ago. Now / say that Soulsby and I do 
giHHl, and that we ’re good fellows. Now take 
him, for example, d’here is n't a better citizen in 
all ('.hemung (aumty than lie is, or a kindlier 
neighlior, or a better or more ediaritable man. 
I've known him to stay up a whole winter’s night 
in a poor Irishman’s stinking and freezing stable, 
trying to save his cartdiorse for him, that had 
been seized with some sort of fit. I'he man’s 
whole livelihotKl, and his family’s, was in that 
horse ; and wlum it died, Soulsby bought him an- 
tUhtu, and never told even me about it. Now that 
I t'.’ill real piety, if you like.” 
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'^So do I/’ put in T’iu’ron, rurtli.illy. 

And tins (pieHtion i»l’ uautl/’ |uu.'uh| hi , riiin 
panion,-—look at it in this h*;lu. \i»ii tiiMrif ih 
sing. Well, now, I was a singer, < utii hm 
Souisby hardly knew one luiie lium aiii»ihrr. [ 
taught him to sing, atui he went at it paiiniily aiul 
diligently, like a little nuin. And I iiuriUnl that 
scheme of finding tunes which thr «rowd iluliPi 
know, and so could n’t break in «»ii and '‘uniJilirr. 
I simply took C'hupin* - - he t.s hil! ui' yutj 

know, —and I got all si»rfs tif nirloihr^ unt 
waltzes and ma/ttrkas and nortiijur * at^d *4 h Mtg 
and I trained HouLshy just to sing tlar-jr sixilr; 
as to make tine harmony, and thrtr v <u aic. He 
couldn’t sing by himself any nu>i«’ shan a trow, 
but he’s got tliose sixths of In*, tf.>wii i«f a hair, 
Now that’s machinery, matiaKrmmi, ‘s‘gjui„^it}un. 
We take these tunes, written bv a deul luj-y i are 
Pole who was living with Heurg?' Sand al 

the time, and p.K*. Vm off on ihr larthitm lur 
hymns. It’s a fraud, yes; but na gM^d fi.uid. 
So they are all gtnnl tiaud-.. I ..iv ii.tnlly ih.n 
I’m glad that the diange ami the ♦ h.ui* r * nj 
heljj StHilishy and me to be gund n.ind 

And the |ioint k that I hn t.» lie .i g. »*d frand, 
too,” camimeinial the vunng mmiArr. 

She had risen, and lie g.4 i.. hr* trrf a-, wril 
He iristinetivf’ly sought fur h‘t hand, and pirv.ed 
it warmly, ami Ic’ld it in tioih hr>. with an tnulirr- 
ance ot gratitUile aiui liking m lu'i m.uinrr. 
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Sister Soulsby danced her eyes at him with a 
saucy little shake of the head. I’m afraid you T1 
never make a Tidily good fraud/’ she said. You 
have n’t got it in you. Your intentions are all right, 
but your execution is hopelessly clumsy. I came 
up to your bedroom there twice while you were 
sick, just to say ‘ howdy,’ and you kept your eyes 
shut, and all the while a blind horse could have 
told that you were wide awake.” 

must have thought it was my wife,” said 
Theron. 



PART III 


CHAPTER XVIII 

When the lingering dusk finally settled down 
upon this long summer evening, the train bearing 
the Soulsbys homeward was already some score of 
miles on its way, and the Methodists of Octavius 
had nearly finished their weekly prayer-meeting. 

After the stirring events of the revival, it was 
only to be expected that this routine, In mu* ma«le 
affair should suffer from a reaclitm. d’lie attc*nd- 
ance was larger than usual, jwrhaps, but the pni™ 
ceedings were spiritless and tame. Neither the 
pastor nor his wife was present at tin* beginning, aiul 
the class-leader upon whom control devolvt*d made 
but feeble headway against the spell of inertia whit !i 
the hot night-air laid upon the gathering, lamg 
pauses intervened lictween the jierfuuctory praise- 
offerings and supplications, and the hymns wearietlly 
raised from time to time fell again in langtmr l>y 
the wayside. 

Alice came in just as people were beginning hi 
hope that some one would start the Doxology, 
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and bring matters to a close. Her appearance 
apparently suggested this to the class-leader, for 
in a few moments the meeting had been dismissed, 
and some of the members, on their way out, were 
shaking hands with their minister’s wife, and ex¬ 
pressing the polite hope that he was better. The 
worried look in her face, and the obvious stains of 
recent tears upon her cheeks imparted an added 
point and fervor to these inquiries, but she replied 
to all in tones of studied tranquillity that, although 
not feeling well enough to attend prayer-meeting. 
Brother Ware was steadily recovering strength, and 
confidently expected to be in complete health by 
Sunday. They left her, and could hardly wait to 
get into the vestibule to ask one another in whis¬ 
pers what on earth she could have been crying 
about. 

Meanwhile Brother Ware improved his conva¬ 
lescent state by pacing slowly up and down under 
the elms on the side of the street opposite the 
Catholic church. There were no houses here for 
a block and more; the sidewalk was broken in 
many places, so that passers-by avoided it; the 
overhanging boughs shrouded it all in obscurity; 
it was pre-eminently a place to be alone in. 

Theron had driven to the depot with his guests 
an hour before, and after a period of pleasant 
waiting on the platform, had said good-bye to them 
as the train moved away. Then he turned to 
Alice, who had also accompanied them in the car- 
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riage, and was conscious of a certain annoyance at 
her having come. That long himiliar talk of the 
afternoon had given him the feeling that he was 
entitled to bid flirewell to Sister Soulsby — to both 
the Soulsbys — by himself. 

I am afraid folks will think it strange — neither 
of us attending the prayer-meeting,” he said, with 
a suggestion of reproof in his tone, as they left the 
station-yard. 

If we get back in time, I ’ll run in for a min¬ 
ute,” answered Alice, with docility. 

^'No — no,” he broke in, I hn not equal to 
walking so fast. You run on ahead, and explain 
matters, and I will come along slowly.” 

^'The hack we came in is still there in the 
yard,” the wife suggested. We ctjuld drive hoitu* 
in that. I don’t believe it would cost more than 
a quarter — and if you ’re feeling badly —” 

But I am 7Wi feeling badly,” dherou refdied, 
with frank impatience. (“)nly I feel — I fet‘i 
that being alone with my thoughts would l)e gooti 
for me.” 

Oh, certainly —by all means!” Alice had 
said, and turned sharply on her heel. 

Being alone with these thoughts,'Fhenm strolled 
aimlessly about, and did not think at ail. 'Flu* 
shadows gathered, and fireflies began to disclose 
their tiny gleams among the shrubbery in the gar¬ 
dens. A lamp-lighter came along, and passtal 
him, leaving in his wake a straggling double line 
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of lights, glowing radiantly against the black-green 
of the trees. This recalled to 'fheron that he had 
lieard that the town council lit the street lamps 
by the almanac, and economized gas when moon¬ 
shine was due. The idea struck him as droll, and 
he dwelt upon it in various aspects, smiling at some 
of its comic possibilities, l^ooking up in the mid¬ 
dle of one of these whimsical conceits, the sport¬ 
ive impulse died suddenly within him. He real¬ 
ized that it was dark, and that the massive black 
bulk reared against the sky on the other side of 
tlie road was the Catholic church. The other fact, 
that he had been there walking to and fro for 
scnue time, was l)orne in upon him more slowly, 
lie turned, and resumed the iKicing up and down 
witli a still more leisurely step, musing upon the 
(uirious way in which peo|)le’H minds all imcun- 
sciously fi,)llow about where instincts and intuitions 
lead. 

No doubt it was what Sister Soulsby liad said 
aluait (\'ith(dics which had insensibly guided his 
purposeless stroll in this direction. What a 
woman that was 1 Somehow the |)urport of her 
talk—striking, and even astonishing as he had 
found it— did not stand out so clearly in his 
memory as did the image of the woman herself, 
Slu* must have been extremely pretty once. For 
that matt(*r slu* still was a most attrat'.tivedooking 
wiunan. It had been a genuine pleasure to liave 
her in the house —to see her intelligent responsive 
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face at the table — to have it in one's power to 
make drafts at will upon the fund of sympathy and 
appreciation, of facile mirth and ready tenderness 
in those big eyes of hers. He liked that phrase 
she had used about herself, — “ a good fellow.'' 
It seemed to lit her to a t.” And Soulsby was 
a good fellow too. All at once it occurred to him 
to wonder whether they were married or not. 

But really that was no affair of his, he rellected. 
A citizen of the intellectual world should be above 
soiling his thoughts with mean curiosities of that 
sort, and he drove the impertinent ciuery down 
again under the surface of his mind. He refused 
to tolerate, as well, sundry vagrant imaginings which 
rose to cluster about and literalize the romance of 
her youth which Sister Soulsby had so frankly out¬ 
lined, He would think upon nothing but her as 
he knew her,— the kindly, quick-witted, capable 
and charming woman who had made such a bril¬ 
liant break in the monotony of life at that <lull 
parsonage of his. The only genuine happiness in 
life must consist in having bright, smart, aUra<'tive 
women like that always about. 

I'he lights were visible now in the upper rooms 
of Father Forbes’ pastorate across the way. d’hercui 
paused for a second to consider whether he wanted 
to go over and call on the priest. He decided tliat 
mentally he was too fagged and flat for siudi an 
undertaking. He needed another sort of com¬ 
panionship, — some restful, soothing human con- 
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tact, which should exact nothing from him in 
return, but just take charge of him, with soft? 
wise words and pleasant plays of flincy, and jokes 
and—and^—something of the general effect cre¬ 
ated by Sister Soulsby’s eyes. M'he thought ex- 
pandetl itself, and he saw that he had never 
realized before, — nay, never dreamt before — 
what a mighty part the comradeship of talented, 
sweet-natured and beautiful women must play in 
the development of genius, the achievement of 
lofty aims, out in the great world of great men, 
I'o know siu'h women — ah, that would never 
fall to his hapless lot. 

d'he priest’s lamps blinked at him through the 
trees. He remembered that ]>riests were sup¬ 
posed to be even furtluT removed from the pos¬ 
sibilities of sueh contact than he was himself. 
His memory reverted to that horribly ugly old 
wennan whom father Forbes had spoken of as his 
housekeefH‘r. Life undtT the same roof with such 
a hag must he even worse than—worse than — 

'File young minister diil not finish the compari¬ 
son, even in the |)riva('y of his inner soul. He 
stootl instead staring over at the pastorate, in a 
kind of stupor of arrested thought. The figure 
of a woman passe<l in view at the nearest win¬ 
dow — a tall figurt‘ with pale summer clothes of 
some sort, ami a broad summer hat,— a (litting 
of diaplianouH shatUnv laUween him anti 
titr light which streamed frtnn the casement. 
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Theron felt a little shiver run over him, as if the 
delicate coolness of the changing night-air had got 
into his blood. The window was open, and his 
strained hearing thought it caught the sound of 
faint laughter. He continued to gaze at the 
place where the vision had appeared, the while a 
novel and strange perception unfolded itself upon 
his mind. 

He had come there in the hope of encountering 
Celia Madden. 

Now that he looked this fact in the face, there 
was nothing remarkable about it. In truth, it was 
simplicity itself. He was still a sick man, weak in 
body and dejected in spirits. The thought of how 
unhappy and unstrung he was came to him now 
with an inristent pathos that brought tears to his 
eyes. He was only obeying the univ<‘rsal law of 
nature, — the law which prompts the pallid .spind¬ 
ling sprout of the potato in the cellar to .strive 
feebly toward the light. 

From where he stood in tlu' darkness he 
stretched out his hands in the direction of that 
open window. The gesture was his confession to 
the overhanging bouglis, to the soft night-breeze, 
to the stars above, — and it bore back to him some¬ 
thing of the confessional’s vague and wistful soIa<-e. 
He seemed already to hav(‘ drawn down into his 
soul a taste of the refreshment it crav(*d. 
sighed deeply, and the hot moisture smarttsl 
again upon his eyelids, but this time not all in 
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grief. With his tender compassion for himself 
there mingled now a flutter of buoyant prescience, 
of exquisite expectancy. 

Fate walked abroad this summer night. The 
street <loor of the pastorate opened, and in the 
flood of illumination which spread suddenly forth 
over the steps and sidewalk, T'heron saw again the 
tall form, with the indefinitely light-hued flowing 
garments and the wide straw hat. Me heard a 
tunefid woman's voice call out Clood-night, 
Maggie," and caught no response save the abrupt 
closing of the door, which turned everything black 
again witli a l>a.ng. 1 le listened acutely for another 
instant, and then with long, noiseless strides made 
his way down his deserted side of the street. He 
moderatt'd his pa(a‘ as lie turned to caoss the road 
at the (‘orner, and then, still maskeil by the trees, 
halted altogether, in a momentary tumult of ap^ire- 
hension. No —yes — it was all right. 'Fhe girl 
sauuUtred out from the total darkness into the 
dim starlight of the open corner. 

Why, bless me, is that you, Miss Madden ? " 

Celia seemed to discern readily enough, through 
the accents of surprise, the identity of the tall, 
slim man who addressed her from the shadows. 

^Hlood evening, Mr. Ware," she said, with 
prouqit aff ibility. I’m so glad to find you out 
again. Wc heard you were ill." 

I have been very ill," responded Theron, as 
tlu^y shook hands and walked on together. He 
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added, with a quaver in his voice, I am still far 
from strong. I really ought not to be out at all. 
But — but the longing for—for — well, I could n't 
stay in any longer. Even if it kills me, I shall be 
glad I came out to-night.” 

'^Oh, we won’t talk of killing,” said Celia. I 
don’t believe in illnesses myself.” 

‘^But you believe in collapses of the nerves,” 
put in Theron, with gentle sadness, in moral and 
spiritual and mental breakdowns. 1 remember how 
I was touched by the way you told mej'e// suffered 
from them. I had to take what you said then for 
granted. I had had no experience of it myself. 
But now I know what it is.” He drew a long, 
pathetic sigh. Oh, don't I know what it is ! ” 
he repeated gloomily. 

Come, my friend, cheer up,” Celia purred at 
him, in soothing tones. He felt that there was 
a deliciously feminine and sisterly intuition in 
her speech, and in the helpful, nunsedike way in 
which she drew his arm through hers, lie leaned 
upon this support, and was glad of it in every 
fibre of his being. 

^M)o you remember? You promised — that last 
time I saw you-—to j)lay for me,” he reminded 
her. They were passing the little covered postern 
door at the side and rear of the chureh as he s[)tjke, 
and he made a half halt to point the cuhuhdeuee. 

there’s no one to blow the organ,” she 
said, divining his suggestion. ^*Ancl I haven’t 
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the key-—and, besides, the organ is too heavy 
and severe for an invalid. It would overwhelm 
you to-night.'* 

^‘Not as you would know how to play it for me," 
urged 'Fherun, pensively. I feel as if good music 
to-night would make me well again. I am really 
very ill and weak — and unhappy 1" 

The girl seemed moveti l)y the despairing note 
in his voice. She invited him by a sympathetic 
gesture to lean even more directly on her arm. 

( 'ome home with me, and I ’ll play Chopin to 
yuuT she said, in compassionate friendliness. He 
is ilu‘ real luedicune for bruised and wounded 
nerves. You shall have as much of him as you 
like." 

'File idea thus uiiexpededly thrown forth spread 
itself like some vast and inexpressibly alluring vista 
l)efure Hierou’s imagination. Tbe spice of atlven- 
ture in it fascinated his mind as well, but for a 
sliriuking uuuuent the flesh was weak. 

I’m afraitl your people would ~ would think 
it strange," he faltered “—and began also to recall 
tliat lie had some pco|)le of his own who would be 
even more amazed. 

Ntmsense," said ( 'elia, in fine, bokl confidence, 
and with a reassuring pressure on his arm. 1 
allow none of my ])eoplc to tjuestion what I do. 
'Fiicy never dream of such a preposterou.s thing, 
licsitlt's, ytni wall sec none of them. Mrs. Maddtai 
is at the seaside, and my father and brother have 
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their own part of the house. I sha’nT listen for a 
minute to your not coming. Come, I’m your 
doctor. I’m to make you well again.” 

There was further conversation, and Theron 
more or less knew that he was bearing a part in 
it, but his whole mind seemed concentrated, in a 
sort of delicious terror, upon the wonderful expe¬ 
rience to which every footstep brought him nearer. 
His magnetized fancy pictured a great spacious 
parlor, such as a mansion like the Maddens’ would 
of course contain, and there would be a grand 
piano, and lace curtains, and paintings in gold 
frames, and a chandelier, and velvet easy-chairs, 
and he would sit in one of these, surrounded by 
all the luxury of the rich, while Celia played to 
him. There would be servants about, he pre¬ 
sumed, and very likely they would recognize him, 
and of course they would talk about it to Tom, 
Dick, and Harry afterward. But he said to him¬ 
self defiantly that he did n’t care. 

He withdrew his arm from hers as they came 
upon the well-lighted main street. He passed no 
one who seemed to know him. Presently they 
came to the Madden place, and Celia, without 
waiting for the gravelled walk, struck obliquely 
across the lawn. Theron, who had been lagging 
behind with a certain circumspection, stepped 
briskly to her side now. Their progress over the 
soft, close-cropped turf in the dark together, with 
the scent of lilies and perfumed shrubs heavy on 
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the night air, and the majestic bulk of the big 
silent house rising among the trees before them, 
gave him a thrilling sense of the glory of individual 
freedom. 

I feel a new man already,” he declared, as 
they swung along on the grass. He breathed a 
long sigh of content, and drew nearer, so that 
tludr shoulders touched now and again as they 
walked. In a minute more they were standing on 
the doorstep, and I'heron heard the significant 
jingle of a bunch of keys which his coApanion 
was groi)ing for in her elusive pocket. He was 
conscious of trembling a little at the sound. 

It seemed that, unlike other people, the Mad¬ 
dens did not have iluar parlor on the ground- 
lloor, opening off the front hall, 'fheron stood 
in the complete darkness of this hall, till Celia had 
lit one of several candles wliich were in their hand- 
sticks on a sort of sideboard next the hat-rack. 
Slie beckoned him with a gesture of her head, and 
lu! followed her up a broad stainxise, magnificent 
in its structural ap|’)ointments of inlaid woods, and 
carpeted with what to his feet felt like down, 
d'he tiny light which his guide bore before her 
half revealed, as they passed in their ascent, tall 
lengths of tapestry, and the dull glint of armor 
and brazen discs in slKuUnvcd niches on the nearer 
w:ill. Over the staiM'ail lay an open space of 
suc'h stately dimensions, bounded by terminal 
lines of decoration so distant in the faint candle- 
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flicker, that the young countr}^ minister could 
think of no word but palatial ” to fit it all. 

At the head of the flight, Celia led the way 
along a wide corridor to where it ended. Here, 
stretched from side to side, and suspended from 
broad hoops of a copper-like metal, was a thick 
curtain, of a uniform color which Theron at first 
thought was green, and then decided must be blue. 
She pushed its heavy folds aside, and unlocked 
another door. He passed under the curtain be¬ 
hind hA*, and closed the door. 

The room into which he had made his way was 
not at all after the fashion of any parlor he had 
ever seen. In the obscure light it was difficult to 
tell what it resembled. He made out what he 
took to be a painter’s easel, standing forth inde¬ 
pendently in the centre of things. There were 
rows of books on rude, low shelves. Against one 
of the two windows was a big, flat writing-table — 
or was it a drawing-table ? — littered with papers. 
Under the other window was a carpenter’s bench, 
with a large mound of something at one end cov¬ 
ered with a white cloth. On a table behind the 
easel rose a tall mechanical contrivance, the chief 
feature of which was a thick upright spiral screw. 
The floor was of bare wood stained brown. The 
walls of this queer room had photographs and 
pictures, taken apparently from illustrated papers, 
pinned up at random for their only ornament. 

Celia had lighted three or four other candles on 
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the mantel. She caught the dumfounded expres¬ 
sion with which her guest was surveying his sur¬ 
roundings, and gave a merry little laugh, 

'This is my workshop/’ she explained. 
kee[) this for the things I do badly, —things I fool 
witli. If I want to paint, or model in clay, or 
bind books, or write, or draw, or turn on the 
lathe, or do some carpentering, here’s where I 
<lo it. All the things that make a mess which 
has to be cleaned up — they are kept out here — 
because this is as far as the servants are allowed 
to (H)ine.” 

She unlocked still another door as she spoke, 
— a door whi('h was also concealed behind a 
ctutaiit. 

Now,” she said, holding up the candle so 
lliat its redtlish flare rountled with warmth the 
(ueaiay fulness of her chin and throat, and glowed 
upon her hair in a flame of orange light—‘‘now 
I will show you what is my very own/’ 




CHAPTER XIX 


Theron Ware looked about him with frankly 
undisguised astonishment. 

The room in which he found himself was so 
dark at first that it yielded little to the eye, and 
that little seemed altogether beyond his compre¬ 
hension. His gaze helplessly followed Celia and 
her candle about as she busied herself in the work 
of illumination. When she had finished, and 
pinched out the taper, there were seven lights in 
the apartment — lights beaming softly through 
half-opaque alternating rectangles of blue and 
yellow glass. They must be set in some sort of 
lanterns around against the wall, he thought, but 
the shape of these he could hardly make out. 

Gradually his sight adapted itself to this subdued 
light, and he began to see other things. These 
queer lamps were placed, apparently, so as to 
shed a special radiance upon some statues which 
stood in the corners of the chamber, and upon 
some pictures which were embedded in the walls. 
Theron noted that the statues, the marble of 
which lost its aggressive whiteness under the 
tinted lights, were mostly of naked men and 
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'Women j the pictures, four or five in number, 
Were all variations of a single theme, —the Virgin 
JVlary and the Child. 

A less untutored vision than his would have 
oaught more swiftly the scheme of color and line 
iia which these works of art bore their share. 
The walls of the room were in part of flat upright 
Wooden columns, terminating high above in simple 
oapitals, and they were all painted in pale amber 
and straw and primrose hues, irregularly wavering 
here and there toward suggestions of white. Be- 
tiween these pilasters were broader panels of 
stamped leather, in gently varying shades of 
p>eacock blue. These contrasted colors vaguely 
interwove and mingled in what he could see of 
tlae shadowed ceiling far above. They were re- 
I^eated in the draperies and huge cushions and 
jpillows of the low, wide divan which ran about 
■three sides of the room. Even the floor, where 
it revealed itself among the scattered rugs, was 
laid in a mosaic pattern of matched woods, which, 
like the rugs, gave back these same shifting blues 
and uncertain yellows. 

The fourth side of the apartment was broken in 
outline at one end by the door through which 
•they had entered, and at the other by a broad, 
square opening, hung with looped-back curtains 
of a thin silken stuff. Between the two apertures 
nose against the wall what Theron took at first 
glance to be an altar. There were pyramidal rows 
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of tall candles here on either side, each masked 
with a little silken hood; below, in the centre, 
a shelf-like projection supported what seemed a 
massive, carved casket, and in the beautiful intri¬ 
cacies of this, and the receding canopy of delicate 
ornamentation which depended above it, the domi¬ 
nant color was white, deepening away in its 
shadows, by tenderly minute gradations, to the 
tints which ruled the rest of the room. 

Celia lighted some of the high, thick tapers in 
these candelabra, and opened the top of the 
casket. Theron saw with surprise that she had 
uncovered the keyboard of a piano. He viewed 
with much greater amazement her next proceed¬ 
ing, — which was to put a cigarette between her 
lips, and, bending over one of the candles with it 
for an instant, turn to him with a filmy, opalescent 
veil of smoke above her head. 

Make yourself comfortable anywhere,” she said, 
with a gesture which comprehended all the divans 
and pillows in the place. Will you smoke? ” 

have never tried since I was a little boy,’^ 
said Theron, ^^but I think I could. If you don’t 
mind, I should like to see.” 

Lounging at his ease on the oriental couch, 
Theron experimented cautiously upon the unac¬ 
customed tobacco, and looked at Celia with what 
he felt to be the confident quiet of a man of the 
world. She had thrown aside her hat, and in do¬ 
ing so had half released some of the heavy strands 
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of hair coiled at the back of her head. His glance 
instinctively rested upon this wonderful hair of 
liers. There was no mistaking the sudden fasci¬ 
nation its disorder had for his eye. 

She stood before him with the cigarette poised 
daintily between thumb and finger of a shapely 
hand, and smiled comprehendingly down on her 
guest. 

I suffered the horrors of tlie damned with this 
hair of mine when I, was a child/* she said. I 
dart\say all children have a taste for persecuting 
rcil heads ; but it’s a specialty with Irish chil- 
drtui. d’liey get hold somehow of an ancient 
national superstition, or legend, that red hair was 
brought into Ireland by the Danes. It’s been a 
term of reprtiaidi with us siiua‘ llrian Bom’s time 
to call a cluhl a Dane. I used to be pursiual and 
baited with it every day of my life, until the one 
dream of my ambition was to get old enough to 
1)1* a Sister of (diarity, so that I might hide my 
hair under one of their l)ig beastly white linen 
ea|>H. I’ve got rather away from that ideal since, 
I’m afraid,” she added, with a droll downward 
curl of her lip. 

^^Your hair Is very beautiful,” said T'hcron, in 
the <ailm tone ()f a connoisseur. 

like it myself,” Celia admitted, and blew a 
little smoke-ring towanl him. I ’vc made this 
whole room to match it, I’hc colors, I mean,” 
sht* cx]>Uuned, in deference to his uplifted brows. 
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Between us, we make up what Whistler would 
call a symphony. That reminds me — I was gciing 
to play for you. Let me finish the cigarette first.*' 
Theron felt grateful for her reticence about the 
fact that he had laid his own aside. “ I have 
never seen a room at all like this,** he remarked. 
You are right; it does fit you [lerfct'tly,** 

She nodded her sense of his appretdation. It 
is what I like,” she said. ‘‘It expresses me. 1 
will not have anything about me — or anybody 
either—that I don’t like, I suppose if an old 
Greek could see it, it would make him sick, but 
it represents what I mean by being a Greek, It 
is as near as an Irishman can get to it.** 

“ I remember your puzzling me by saying that 
you were a Greek.” 

Celia laughed, and tossed the cigarettCH'ud 
away. “I’d puzzle you more, I ’m afraid, if I 
tried to explain to you what 1 really mt‘ant by it. 
I divide people up into two classes, you know,— 
Greeks and Jews. Once you gt:t hold of that 
principle, all other divisions and classifications, 
such as by race or language or nationality, setuu 
pure foolishness. It is the only tnu* division tiuu’c 
is. It is just as true among negroes or wihl In¬ 
dians who never heard of Gree(a* or Jerusalem, 
as it is among white folks, d'hat is the lieauty 
of it. It works everywhere, always.” 

“Try it on me,” urged d'heron, with a twinkling 
eye. “Which am I?” 
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Both/’ said the girl, with a merry nod of the 
head. Ihit now I Ml play. I told you you were 
to hear Chopin. I prescribe him for you. He is 
the Creekiest of the Creeks. 2yu7r was a nation 
wliere all the people were artists, where everybody 
was an intellectual aristocrat, where the Philistine 
was as unknown, as extinct, as the dodo. Chopin 
might have written his music for them.” 

I am interested in Shopang,” put in Theron, 
suddenly recalling Sister Soulsby’s confidences as 
to the source of her tunes. He lived with —* 
what’s his name — George something. We were 
speaking about him only this afternoon.” 

Celia looked down into her visitor’s face at first 
iiKpiiringly, then with a latent grin about her lips. 
** Yes “—Ceorge something,” she said, in a tone 
which mystified him. 

Pile Rev. Mr. Ware was sitting up, a minute 
afterwanl, in a ferment of awtikened consciousness 
that he had never heard the i)iano played before. 
After a little, he noiselessly rearranged the cushions, 
and settled himself again in a recumbent po.sture. 
It was beyond his strength to follow that first im¬ 
pulse, and keep his mind abreast with what his 
ears took in. Me sighed and lay ba(‘k, and sur¬ 
rendered his senses to the mere unthinking charm 
of it all 

It was the h’ourtli Prelude tluit was smging in 
the air about him,—a simple, plaintive strain 
wandering at will over a surface of steady rhythmic 
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movement underneath, always creeping upward 
through mysteries of sweetness, always sinking 
again in cadences of semi-tones. With only a 
moment’s pause, there came the Seventh Waltz, 
— a rich, bold confusion which yet was not con¬ 
fused. Theron’s ears dwelt with eager delight 
upon the chasing medley of swift, tinkling souiuls, 
but it left his thoughts free. 

From where he reclined, he turned his head to 
scrutinize, one by one, the statues in the corners. 
No doubt they were beautiful, — for this was a tic- 
partment in which he was all humility, — and one 
of them, the figure of a broad-browed, stately, 
though thick-waisted woman, bending slightly for¬ 
ward and with both arms broken olT, was decently 
robed from the hips downward. I'he others were 
not robed at all. Thcron stared at them with the 
erratic, rippling jangle of the waltz in his ears, aiul 
felt that he possessed a new and disturbing con¬ 
ception of what female emancipation meant in 
these later days. Roving along the wall, his glance 
rested again upon the largest of the Virgin pic¬ 
tures,— a full-length figure in swee[)ing draperies, 
its radiant, aurcolcd head upturned in rapt adora¬ 
tion, its feet resting on a crescent moon which 
shone forth in bluish silver thrt)ugh festooncMl 
clouds of cherubs. The iiK'ongruity between tlur 
unashamed statues and this serene incarnation of 
holy womanhood jarred upon him fur the instant. 
Then his mind went to the piano. 
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Without a break the waltz had slowed and ex¬ 
panded into a passage of what might be church 
music, an exquisitely modulated and gently solemn 
chant, through which a soft, lingering song roved 
capriciously, forcing the listener to wonder where 
it was coming out, even while it caressed and 
soothed to repose. 

He looked from the Madonna to Celia. Be¬ 
yond the carelessly droo[)ing braids and coils of 
hair which blazed between the candles, he conhl 
see the outline of her brow and cheek, the noble 
contour of her lifted ('hinand full, modelled throat, 
all i)ink as the most delicate roseleaf is pink, against 
the cool lights of the altar-like wall. The sight 
(a)nvi('ted liim in the court of his own soul as a 
prurient and mean-minded rustic. In the pres¬ 
ence of Hut:h a ftice, of siu'h music, there ceased 
to be any such thing as nudity, and statues no 
more netalcd clothes than did those slow, deep, 
magnifu'ent chords winch came now, gravely accu¬ 
mulating their spell U[)on lum. 

it is all singing 1 ” the j)layer called out to 
him over her shoulder, in a minute of rest. I'hat 
is what (!hopin does, —he sings I 

She began, with an effect of thinking of some¬ 
thing else, the Sixth Nocturne, and Theron at first 
thought she was not playing anything in particular, 
so deliberately, haltingly, did the chain of <^hann 
unwind itself into seepience. Then it came dostjr 
to hitn than the others had done. The dreamy, 
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wistful, meditative beauty of it all at once op¬ 
pressed and inspired him. He saw Celia’s shoul¬ 
ders sway under the impulse of the rubato license, 
— the privilege to invest each measure with tlie 
stress of the whole, to loiter, to weep, to run aud. 
laugh at will, — and the music she made spoke to 
him as with a human voice. There was the woo¬ 
ing sense of roses and moonlight, of perfumes, 
white skins, alluring languorous eyes, and then -- 

^^You know this part, of course,” he heard her 
say. 

On the instant they had stepped from the dark, 
scented, starlit garden, where the nightingale sang", 
into a great cathedral. A sombre and lofty au- 
them arose, and filled the place with the splendor 
of such dignified pomp of harmony and such sug¬ 
gestions of measureless choral power and authority 
that Theron sat abruptly up, then was drawn re- 
sistlessly to his feet. He stood motionless in the 
strange room, feeling most of all that one should 
kneel to hear such music. 

^^This you’ll know too,—the funeral marclr 
from the Second Sonata,” she was saying, before 
he realized that the end of the other had come. 
He sank upon the divan again, bending forward 
and clasping his hands tight around his knees. 
His heart beat furiously as he listened to the 
weird, mediaeval processional, with its wild, clash¬ 
ing chords held down in the bondage of an orderly 
sadness. There was a propelling motion in the 
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thing — a sense of being borne bodily along — 
which affected him like dizziness. He breathed 
hard through the robust portions of stern, vigorous 
noise, and rocked himself to and fro when, as rosy 
morn breaks upon a storm-swept night, the drums 
are silenced for the sweet, comforting strain of sol¬ 
itary melody. The clanging minor harmonies into 
which the march relapses came to their abrupt 
end. Theron rose once more, and moved with a 
hesitating step to the piano. 

1 want to rest a little,” he said, with his hand 
on her shoulder. 

Whew ! so do I,” exclaimed Celia, letting her 
hands fall with an exaggerated gesture of weariness. 

The sonatas take it out of one ! They are hide¬ 
ously difficult, you know. They are rarely played.” 

I did n’t know,” remarked Theron. She 
seemed not to mind his hand upon her shoulder, 
and he kept it there. I did n’t know anything 
about music at all. What I do know now is that 
— that this evening is an event in my life.” 

She looked up at him and smiled. He read 
unsuspected tendernesses and tolerances of friend¬ 
ship in the depths of her eyes, which emboldened 
him to stir the fingers of that audacious hand in a 
lingering, caressing trill upon her shoulder. The 
movement was of the faintest, but having ventured 
it, he drew his hand abruptly away. 

You are getting on,” she said to him. There 
was an enigmatic twinkle in the smile with which 

293 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


she continued to regard him. We are Helleniz- 
ing you at a great rate.” 

A sudden thought seemed to strike her. She 
shifted her eyes toward vacancy with a swift, ab¬ 
stracted glance, reflected for a moment, then let a 
sparkling half-wink and the dimpling beginnings 
of an almost roguish smile mark her assent to the 
conceit, whatever it might be. 

will be with you in a moment,” he heard 
her say; and while the words were still in his 
ears she had risen and passed out of sight through 
the broad, open doorway to the right. The looped 
curtains fell together behind her. Presently a 
mellow light spread over their delicately trans¬ 
lucent surface, — a creamy, undulating radiance 
which gave the effect of moving about among the 
myriad folds of the silk. 

Theron gazed at these curtains for a little, then 
■straightened his shoulders with a gesture of de¬ 
cision, and, turning on his heel, went over and ex¬ 
amined the statues in the further corners minutely. 

If you would like some more, I will play you 
the Berceuse now.” 

Her voice came to him with a delicious shock. 
He wheeled round and beheld her standing at the 
piano, with one hand resting, palm upward, on the 
keys. She was facing him. Her tail form was 
robed now in some shapeless, clinging drapery, 
lustrous and creamy and exquisitely soft, like the 
■curtains. The wonderful hair hung free and luxm 
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riant about her neck and shoulders, and glowed 
with an intensity of fiery color which made all the 
other hues of the room pale and vague. A fillet of 
faint, sky-like blue drew a gracious span through 
the flame of red above her temples, and from this 
there rose the gleam of jewels. Her head inclined 
gently, gravely, toward him, — with the posture of 
that armless woman in marble he had been study- 
ing, — and her brown eyes, regarding him from the 
shadows, emitted light. 

It is a lullaby, —the only one he wrote,” she 
said, as Theron, pale-faced and with tightened lips, 
approached her. No — you must n’t stand there,” 
she added, sinking into the seat before the instru¬ 
ment ; go back and sit where you were.” 

The most perfect of lullabies, with its swaying 
abandonment to cooing rhythm, ever and again 
rising in ripples to the point of insisting on some¬ 
thing, one knows not what, and then rocking, 
melting away once more, passed, so to speak, over 
Theron’s head. He leaned back upon the cush¬ 
ions, and watched the white, rounded forearm 
which the falling folds of this strange, statue-like 
drapery made bare. 

There was more that appealed to his mood in 
the Third Ballade. It seemed to him that there 
were words going along with it, — incoherent and 
impulsive yet very earnest words, appealing to him 
in strenuous argument and persuasion. Each time 
he almost knew what they said, and strained after 
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their meaning with a passionate desire, and then 
there would come a kind of cuckoo call, aiul every¬ 
thing would swing dancing off again into a mock¬ 
ery of inconsequence. 

Upon the silence there fell the pure, liquid, 
mellifluous melody of a soft-throated woman sing¬ 
ing to her lover. 

It is like Heine, — simply a love-poem,” said 
the girl, over her shoulder. 

Theron followed now with all his senses, as .she 
carried the Ninth Nocturne onward. I'he stormy 
passage, which she banged fmely forth, was in 
truth a lover’s quarrel ; and then the miltl, placitl 
flow of sweet harmonics into which the furore sank, 
dying languorously away upon a silence all alive 
with tender memories of sound, —was that iu)t 
also a part of love ? 

They sat motionless through a minute, — the 
man on the divan, the girl at the piano,and 
Theron listened for what lie felt must he the audi¬ 
ble thumping of his heart. 

Then, throwing buck her head, with upturned 
flice, Celia began what .she had withheld for (he 
last, — the Sixteenth Mazurka. 'Ihis strang<‘ fu’* 
eign thing she [)layed with her eyes clthsed, her 
head tilted obliquely so that 'Theron could .see tlu‘ 
ro.se-tintcd, beautiful cxjuntenancc, frame*I as if 
aslee[) in the billowing luxuriance of unlooscsl au¬ 
burn hair. He flincied her bchohling visions as she 
wrought the music, — visions full of barbaric color 
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and romantic forms. As his mind swam along 
with the gliding, tricksy phantom of a tune, it 
seemetl as if he too could see these visions, — as 
if he gazed at them through her eyes. 

It (a)uld not be helped. He lifted himself noise¬ 
lessly to his feet, and stole with caution toward 
her. He would hear the rest of tins weird, volup¬ 
tuous fantasy stantling thus, so close behind her 
that he could look down upon her full, uplifted 
face, — so close that, if she moved, that glowing 
nimbus of hair would toiu'h him. 

d'hcre liad been some curious and awkward 
|)auses in this last |ne(\% which T'heron, by some 
side cerebration, had put down to her not watch¬ 
ing what her lingers did. 'There eame another of 
these paust‘s m)w, —-an o<Id, uuaceountablc halt h\ 
what seemed tlie middle of everything. He stared 
intently down upon her statuesque, drean\ing face 
during the hnsh, and caught his breath as he 
waittal. 'I'htjre fill at lust a few faltering asceml- 
ing notes, making a halfdiiusiual strain, and then 
again there was sileruaa 

(adia optaual her eyes, and [KHired a direct, deep 
|.^aze into the fa('e above liers. Its pale lips were 
fKirtaal in suspiinse, and the color had fade<l from 
its checks. 

^^'That is the eml,” she sai<l, and, with a turn of 
her lillu* body, stooil swiftly tip, even whiUi the 
e<‘hoes of the broken melody seemed panting in 
the air about her for (‘omitletion. 
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Theron put his hands to his face, and I'iressed 
them tightly against eyes and brow for an instant. 
Then, throwing them aside with an expansive 
downward sweep of the arms, and iiolding tliem 
clenched, he returned Celia’s glance. It was as 
if he had never looked into a woman’s eyes 
before. 

'^It can't be the end!” he heard himself say¬ 
ing, in a low voice charged with deep significaiu'e. 
He held her gaze in the grasp of his with imi»Ia- 
cable tenacity. I'luTe was a trouble alxml breath¬ 
ing, and the mosaic floor seemed to stir under his 
feet. He clung defiantly to the one idea of not 
releasing her eyes. 

How cmiiii it be the end?” he demanded, 
lifting an uncertain hand to Ins breast as he spoke, 
and spreading it there as if to eoiitrol tlu^ tumult ir¬ 
ons fluttering of his heart. ‘^Hiings don’t end 
that way! ” 

A shar]), blinding spasm of giildiness closed 
upon and shook him, whik? the brave words wtTe 
on his lii)s. He blinked and tottered under it, as 
it passed, and then baeked humbly to his divan 
and sat down, ga,sping a little, and patting his 
hand on his heart, d'herc was fright vvritUm all 
over his whitened face. 

«\Vc —we forgot that I am a sic-k man.” he 
said feebly, answering ('olia’s look of surprised 
incpiiry with a forced, wan smile. I was afraid 
my heart had gone wrong.” 
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She scrutinized him for a further moment, with 
growing reassurance in her air. Then, piling up 
pillows and cushions behind him for support, 
for all the world like a big sister again, she stepped 
irito the inner room, and returned with a flagon of 
<iuaint shape and a tiny glass. She poured this 
latter full to the brim of a thick yellowish, aromatic 
liquid, and gave it him to drink. 

This Benedictine is all I happen to have,” she 
said, Swallow it down. It will do you good.” 

Theron obeyed her. It brought tears to his 
oyes; but, upon reflection, it was grateful and 
warming. He did feel better almost immediately. 
A great wave of comfort seemed to enfold him as 
he settled himself back on the divan. For that 
one flashing instant he had thought that he was 
dying. He drew a long grateful breath of relief, 
and smiled his content. 

Celia had seated herself beside him, a little away. 
She sat with her head against the wall, and one 
foot curled under her, and almost faced him. 

I dare say we forced the pace a little,” she 
remarked, after a pause, looking down at the floor, 
with the puckers of a ruminating amusement play¬ 
ing in the corners of her mouth. It does n’t do 
for a man to get to be a Greek all of a sudden. 
He must work along up to it gradually.” 

He remembered the music. ^^Oh, if I only 
knew how to tell you,” he murmured ecstatically, 
what a revelation your playing has been to me ! 
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I had never imagined anything like it. I shall 
think of it to my dying day.” 

He began to remember as well the spirit that 
was in the air when the music ended. T'he details 
of what he had felt and said rose vaguely in his 
mind. Pondering them, his eye roved past C'elia’s 
white-robed figure to the broad, open doorway 
beyond. The curtains behind which she had 
disappeared were again parted and fastened ba('k. 
A dim light was burning within, out of sight, and 
its Hint illumination disclosed a room filled with 
white marbles, white silks, white draperies of vary- 
ing sorts, which shaped themselves, as he looked, 
into the canopy and trappings of an extravagantly 
over-sized and sumptuous bed. He looked away 
again. 

I wish you would tell me what you really 
mean by that (Ireck idea of yotirs,” he .said with 
the abruptness of ('onfusion. 

Celia (lid not display much enthusiasm in the 
tone of her answer. ‘H)h,” she said almost indif¬ 
ferently, ^Mots of things. Absolute fnvdom from 
moral bugh(‘ars, for one thing. T'he recogniiioa 
that l)eauty is the only tiling in life that is worth 
while. The courage to kick out of omr*s every¬ 
thing that is n’t worth while ; and. so on.” 

“ but,” said Hieron, watdiing tlu* mingh'd 
delicacy and power of the liared arm and the 
shapely grace of the hand which she had liftetl to 
her face, I am going to get you to teach it a// to 
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me.” The memories began crowding in upon him 
now, and the baOling note upon which the mazurka 
had sto])ped short chimed like a tuning-fork in his 
ears. 1 want to be a (keek myself, if you ke 
one. I want to get as close to you — to your 
ideal, that is, as I can. You open up to me a 
whole world that I had not even dreamed existed. 
\Vc swore our friendship long ago, you know: 
and now, after to-night — you and the music have 
(Ua'itlcd me. 1 am going to put the things out of 
my life that are not worth while. Only you must 
helj) me ; you must tell me how to begin.” 

He looki'd up as he spoke, to enforce the almost 
teiuUu' entreaty of his words. 'The s[>ectacle of 
a yawn, only fractionally contended l)ehind those 
talented tlng<‘rs, cdiilled his soft speech, and sent a 
Hush over his fac'e. He rose on the instant. 

(h‘lia was nothing al)ashed at his discovery. 
She laughed gayly in confession of h(‘r fault, and 
held luT han<l out to let him hel}> Iter disentangle 
her foot from her draperies, and get off the divan. 
It setuned to Ite her unfailing that he should 
continue holding her hand after she was also 
standing. 

You forgive me, don’t you?” she urged 
smilingly. ‘Hdtoi)in always first excites me, then 
Stun Is ttte to sleep. Yoti see how you sleep 
to-night! ” 

d'he brown, velvety eyes rested upon him, from 
untier their heavy lids, with a languorous kindli- 
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ness. Her warm, large palm clasped his in frank 
liking. 

don’t want to sleep at all,” IMr. Ware was 
impelled to say. I want to lie awake and think 
about — about everything all over again.” 

She smiled drowsily. And you ’re sure you 
feel strong enough to walk home?” 

“Yes,” he replied, with a lingering dilatory 
note, which deepened upon reflection into a sigh. 
“ Oh, yes.” 

He followed her and her candle down the 
magnificent stairway again. She blew the light 
out in the hall, and, opening the front door, stood 
with him for a silent moment on the threshold. 
Then they shook hands once more, and with a 
whispered good-night, parted. 

Celia, returning to the l>lue and yellow rot)m, 
lighted a cigarette and hel[)ed hersi‘ir to some 
Benedictine in the glass which 'riuu*on had used. 
She looked meditatively at this little glass for a 
moment, turning it alxuit in her fing(‘rs with a 
smile. The smile warmed itself suddeidy into 
a joyous laugh. She tossed the glass asid(‘, and, 
holding out her flowing skirts with both hands, 
executed a swinging j)irouette in front of the 
gravely beautiful statue of the armless woman. 
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Ir was a])parent to the Rev. Theron Ware, from 
the very first moment of waking next morning, 
that both he and the world had changed over night. 
The metainorphosis, in the liarsh toils of which he 
hatl been laboring tdindly so long, was accomplished. 
He stood forth, so to speak, in a new skin, and 
looked about him, with pena'iitions of quite an 
altered kind, iqxm what seemed in every way a 
fresh existence. lie laeke<l even the impulse to 
turn rtnmd and inspcaa the cxK'oon from which he 
had emerged. lad the past bury the past. lie 
had no vestige of interest in it. 

'Flic change was not ])rematiirc. He found 
himself not in the least eonfused by it, or 
frightened. Before he had finished shaving, he 
knew himself to be easily and comfortably at 
liome in his new state, and master of all its 
rc(]uiren)ents. 

it se(une<l as if Alic(‘, too, recognized that he 
had liec'ome anotluT man, when he went down 
and took liis chair at tlu^ breakfast table. They 
had exchanged no wtirds since their parting in 
the depot yard the previous evening, — an event 
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now faded off into remote vagueness in Theron’s 
mind. He smiled brilliantly in answer to the fur¬ 
tive, half-sullen, half-curious glance she stole at 
him, as she brought the dishes in. 

Ah ! potatoes warmed up in cream ! he said, 
with hearty pleasure in his tone. “ What a mind- 
reader you are, to be sure 1 

I’m glad you he feeling so much better,” she 
said briefly, taking her seat. 

Better ? ” he returned. I hn a new being! ” 
She ventured to look him over more freely, upon 
this assurance. He perceived and catalogued, one 
by one, the emotions which the small brain was ex¬ 
pressing through those shallow blue eyes of hers. 
She was turning over this, that, and the other hostile 
thought and childish grievance, — most of all she 
was dallying with the idea of asking him where he 
had been till after midnight. He smiled affably 
in the face of this scattering fire of peevish 
glances, and did not dream of resenting any 
phase of them all. 

I am going down to Thurston’s this morning, 
and order that piano sent up to-day,” he announced 
presently, in a casual way. 

“Why, Theron, can we afford it?” the wife 
asked, regarding him with surprise. 

“Oh, easily enough,” he replied light-heartedly. 
“ You know they’ve increased my salary.” 

She shook her head. “No, I didn’t. How 
should I? You don’t realize it,” she went on, 
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tiolefully, but you ’re getting so you don’t tell 
me the least thing about your affairs nowadays.” 

I'lieron laughed aloud. You ought to be 
grateful, — such melancholy affairs as mine have 
been till now,” he declared, — that is, if it were n’t 
absurd to think such a thing.” Then, more soberly, 
he explained: “ No, my girl, it is jvu who don’t 
realize. lam carrying big projects in my mind,— 
big, ambitious thoughts and plans upon which great 
things depend, d'hey no doubt make me seem 
preoccupied and absent-minded ; but it is a wife’s 
|)arl to understand, and make allowances, and not 
intrude trilles which may throw everything out of 
gear. Don’t think I’m scolding, my girl. I only 
s[)eak to roa.ssure you ami—and hclj) you to com- 
l)rehend. Of course I know that you wouldn’t 
willingly einljarruss my — my career.” 

*‘()f course not,” responded Alice, dubiously; 

Imt — but*— ” 

** but what?” 'riicron felt compelled by civility 
to say, though on the instant he reproached him¬ 
self fijr the weakness of it. 

‘‘Well— 1 hardly know how to say it,” she fal¬ 
tered, but it was nicer in the old days, before you 
bothtu’ed your liead about big i)rojects, and your 
career, as you call it, and were just a good, earnest, 
simple young servant of the I.ord. Oh, Theron ! ” 
she broke forth suddenly, with tearful zeal, “ I 
get sometimes lately aluu)st scared lest you should 
turn out to be a —a backslider 
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The husband sat u]-)right, and hardened his 
countenance. But yesterday tine word would have 
had in it all sorts of inherited terrors for him. 
This morning’s dawn of a new existence revealed 
it as merely an empty and stupid epithet. 

These are things not to be said,” he admon¬ 
ished her, after a moment’s pause, and s[*eaking 
with carefully measured austerity. Least of all 
are they to be said to a clergyman — by his 
wife.” 

It was on the tip of Alice’s tongue to retort, 
‘^Better by his wife tlian by outsulers 1 ” but 
she bit her lips, and kejit the gibe back. A 
rebuke of this form and gravity was a iu)vc*lty in 
their relations. The fear that it had bet*n merite<l 
troubled, even while it did not convince, hc*r mind, 
and the puz^ded apprehension was to he read plainly 
enough on her face. 

Theron, noting it, saw a good deal more hehiiuL 
Really, it was amazing how much wiser he hatl 
grown all at once. He had been married fur years, 
and it was only this morning that he suddenly <lis“ 
covered how a wife ought to he handled, lit* <*ou< 
tinned to look sternly away into spa<*e a little. 
Then his brows relaxed slowly and uiuh*r the visi¬ 
ble influence of melting considerations. He utuhLal 
his head, turned toward her abruptly, autl brt)kc 
the silence with labored amiability. 

''Come, come —the day began so pleasantly - 
it was so good to feel well again — let us talk about 
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the piano instead. That is,” he added, with an 
obvious overture to playfulness, if the thought 
of having a piano is not too distasteful to you.” 

Alice yielded almost effusively to his altered 
mood. They went together into the sitting-room, 
to measure and decide between the two available 
spaces which were at their disposal, and he insisted 
with resolute magnanimity on her settling this ques¬ 
tion entirely by herself. When at last he mentioned 
the fact that it was Friday, and he would look over 
some sermon memoranda before he went out, Alice 
retired to the kitchen in openly cheerful spirits. 

Theron spread some old manuscript sermons 
before him on his desk, and took down his scrib- 
bling-book as well. But there his application 
flagged, and he surrendered himself instead, chin 
on hand, to staring out at the rhododendron in 
the yard. He recalled how he had seen Soulsby 
patiently studying this identical bush. The notion 
of Soulsby, not knowing at all how to sing, yet dili¬ 
gently learning those sixths, brought a smile to his 
mind; and then he seemed to hear Celia calling 
out over her shoulder, ^^That’s what Chopin does, 
— he sings 1 ” The spirit of that wonderful music 
came back to him, enfolded him in its wings. It 
seemed to raise itself up, — a palpable barrier be¬ 
tween him and all that he had known and felt 
and done before. That was his new birth, — that 
marvellous night with the piano. The conceit 
pleased him, — not the less because there flashed 
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along with it the thought that it was a \)oct that 
had been born. Yes; the funner country lout, 
the narrow zealot, the untutored slave gripping 
about in the dark after silly superstitions, ('ring¬ 
ing at the scowl of mean Pierces and Winches, 
was dead. There was an end of him, and good 
riddance. In his place there had been born a 
Poet,—he spelled the word out now unabashed, 
— a child of light, a lover of beauty and sweet 
sounds, a recognizable brother to Renan and 
Chopin —and Celia! 

Out of the soothing, tenderly grateful rcvery, a 
practical suggestion suddenly took shape. He 
acted upon it without a moinenPs delay, getting 
out his letter-j)ad, and waiting luirriedly, ~ 

Dkar Miss Madukk, — Pile will bt* more toler¬ 
able to me if l)cfore nightfall 1 (‘:iu know that 
there is a piano under my roof. hham if it 
remains dumb, it will Ikj some comfort to have 
it here and look at it, and imagine how a great 
master might make it speak. 

“ Would it be too mucli to beg you to look in 
at Thurston^s, say at eleven this fortuuion, and give 
me the inestimable benefit of your judgment in 
selecting an instrument? 

Do not trouble to answt*r this, for I am leav¬ 
ing home now, but shall call at I’hur.ston’s at 
eleven, and wait. 

I'hanking you in anticipation, 

1 am — ” 
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Here Theron’s fluency came to a sharp halt. 
There were adverbs enough and to spare on the 
point of his i)enj but the right one was not easy to 
come at. (Gratefully,” “ faithfully,” sincerely,” 
truly,” — each in turn struck a false note. He 
felt himself not (piitc any of these things. At last 
he decided to write just the simple word yours,” 
and then wavered between satisfaction at his 
boldness, dread lest he had been over-bold, and, 
worst of the lot, fear that she would not notice it 
one way or the other, — all the while he sealed 
and a<ldressed the letter, ])ut it carefully in an 
inner pot'.ket, and got his hat. 

There was a moment’s hesitation as to notifying 
the kitt'heu of his departure. M'he interests of 
iUnnestic (Use.ipline setaued to point the other 
way. He walked softly through the hall, and let 
himself out by the front door without a sound. 

Down by the canal l)ridge he picked out an idle 
lK)y to his mind, — a lad wliosc aspect a|)peared to 
promise intelligence as a messenger, combined with 
large impariiality in se<‘tarian matters. I le was to 
have ten ('cuts on his rt‘turn ; and lie might report 
himself to his patron a,t the bookstore yonder. 

Theron was grateful to the old bookseller for 
remaining at Ids clcsk in tlic rear. There was a 
tacit <‘unipliinent in the suggestion that he was not 
a mere cusUuner, demanding instant attention, 
llcsides, there was no keeping “ Thurston’s ” out 
of ('.onversaiions in tins place. 
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Loitering along the shelves, the young minister’s 
eye suddenly found itself arrested by a name on a 
cover. There were a dozen narrow volumes in 
uniform binding, huddled together under a card¬ 
board label of Eminent Women Series.” Oddly 
enough, one of these bore the title George 
Sand.” Theron saw there must be some mistake, 
as he took the book down, and opened it. His 
glance hit by accident upon the name of Chopin. 
Then he read attentively until almost the stroke 
of eleven. 

We have to make ourselves acquainted with 
all sorts of queer phases of life,” he explained in 
self-defence to the old bookseller, then counting 
out the money for the book from his lean purse. 
He smiled as he added, There seems something 
almost wrong about taking advantage of the clergy¬ 
man’s discount for a life of George Sand.” 

I don’t know,” answered the other, pleasantly. 

Guess she was n’t so much different from the 
rest of ’em, — except that she did n’t mind ap¬ 
pearances. We know about her. We don’t know 
about the others.” 

“ I must hurry,” said Theron, turning on his 
heel. The haste with which he strode out of the 
store, crossed the street, and made his way toward 
Thurston’s, did not prevent his thinking much upon 
the astonishing things he had encountered in this 
book. Their relation to Celia forced itself more and 
more upon his mind. He could recall the twinkle 
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in her eye, the siib-raockery in her tone, as she 
commented with that half-contemptuous Yes — 
(leorge something ! ” upon his blundering igno¬ 
rance. His mortification at having thus exposed 
his dull rusticity was swallowed up in conjectures 
as to just what her tolerant familiarity with such 
things involved. He had never before met a 
young unmarried woman who would have con¬ 
fessed to him any such knowledge. Hut then, of 
course, he had never known a girl who resembled 
Celia in any other way. He recognized vaguely 
that lie must iirovide himself with an entire new 
set of standards by which to measure and com¬ 
prehend her. Hut it was for the moment more 
intt'resting to wonder what hrr standards were. 
Ditl she oliject to (leorge Sand’s behavior? Or 
did she sympathize with that sort of thing? Hid 
those statiu's, and the loose-(lowing <liaphanous 
toga and unbound hair, the cigarettes, the fiery 
liciueur, the deliberately sensuous music,—was he 
to ht'lieve that they signifual — ? 

(lood“morning, M v. War(‘. You have managed 
by a iniraelc to liit on one of my punctual days,’^ 
said Celia. 

Slu* was standing on the doorstep), at the 
eutraiK'c to the iuusi<'al tU'partuieut of 'riuirston’s. 
lie had not noticed before? the fact that the sun 
was shining. 'The full glare of its strong light, 
enve’loping luu' figure as she stood, and drawing 
the dazzled eye for relief to the bower of softened 
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color, close beneath her parasol of creamy silk and 
lace, was what struck him now first of all. It was 
as if Celia had brought the sun with her. 

Theron shook hands with her, and found joy in 
the perception that his own hand trembled. He 
put boldly into words the thought that came to him, 

^^It was generous of you,’^ he said, '‘to wait 
for me out here, where all might delight in the 
sight of you, instead of squandering the privi¬ 
lege on a handful of clerks inside.’’ 

Miss Madden beamed upon him, and nodded 
approval. 

" Alcibiades never turned a prettier compli¬ 
ment,” she remarked. They went in together at 
this, and Theron made a note of the name. 

During the ensuing half-hour, the young min¬ 
ister followed about even more humbly than the 
clerks in Celia’s commanding wake. There were 
a good many pianos in the big show-room over¬ 
head, and Theron found himself almost aw’ed by 
their size and brilliancy of polish, and the thought 
of the tremendous sum of money they represented 
altogether. Not so with the organist. She ordered 
them rolled around this way or that, as if they had 
been so many checkers on a draught-board. She 
threw back their covers with the scant ceremony 
of a dispensary dentist opening paupers’ mouths. 
She exploited their several capacities with master¬ 
ful hands, not deigning to seat herself, but just 
slightly bending forward, and sweeping her fingers 
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up and down their keyboards, — able, domineer¬ 
ing fingers which pounded, tinkled, meditated, 
assented, condemned, all in a flash, and amid 
what affected the layman’s ears as a hopelessly 
discordant hubbub. 

Theron moved about in the group, nursing her 
parasol in his arms, and watching her. The exag¬ 
gerated deference which the clerks and salesmen 
showed to her as the rich Miss Madden, seemed to 
him to be mixed with a certain assertion of the 
claims of good-fellowship on the score of her being 
a musician. There undoubtedly was a sense of 
freemasonry between them. They alluded con¬ 
tinually in technical terms to matters of which he 
knew nothing, and were amused at remarks of hers 
which to him carried no meaning whatever. It 
was evident that the young men liked her, and 
that their liking pleased her. It thrilled him to 
think that she knew he liked her, too, and to 
recall what abundant proofs she had given that 
here, also, she had pleasure in the fact. He clung 
insistently to the memory, of these evidences. 
They helped him to resist a disagreeable tendency 
to feel himself an intruder, an outsider, among 
these pianoforte experts. 

When it was all over, Celia waved the others 
aside, and talked with Theron. I suppose you 
want me to tell you the truth,” she said. There’s 
nothing here really good. It is always much 
better to buy of the makers direct.” 
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^'1)0 they sell on the instalment Rim?” he 
asked. There was a wistful effect in ids Videe 
which caught her attentuui. 

She looked away— out through the window on 
the street below—for a uiument. d’hcn Iut eyes 
returned to his, and reganh’d him widi a riuufurt- 
ing, friendly, half-motheily gliuce. n raUmg t.?r 
all the world the way Sister Soulnbv h; i iookcti at 
him at odd times. 

Oh, you want it at onet‘ • I see,” she re¬ 
marked softly. “Well, this Adeiherger is tiie 
best value for the money.” 

Mr, Ware followed her fmgvr, and helirld witli 
dismay that it pointed toward the iiiUrU’ 

rnent in the room, — a veritable leviathan ana mg 
pianos. The price of this hatl been mcniionrd as 
$ 600 . lie turnetl over the tad licit this was two* 
thirds his yearly salary, ami found the <siurage to 
shake his head. 

would l)e too large ■ mui h 1 irga’ » for 
the rootn,” he exi>lained. “ And, hr adi's, it is 
mere than I like to pay ' - or t p iv, tor tlmt 
matter.” It vva,s pitiful to In* explmnng sm h 
details, but there was no help for it. 

I'hey i)ieked out a smaller one. which C ‘elia said 
was at least of fair (piality. ** Nt»w leave all tlie 
bargaining to me,” sht* ailjured him. “ iliese 
prices that they talk about in tlie piano teule are 
all in the air. dlierc are trimicudoui tliNcounts, if 
one knows how to insist upon them. All ytm have 
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to do is to tell them to send it to your house—> 
you wanted it to-day, you said? ” 

Yes — in memory of yesterday,” he mur- 
murcti. 

She lierself gave the directions, and Thurston’s 
people, now all salesmen again, bowed grateful 
aet|uiesiHmee, 'Fhen she sailed regally across the 
rt)om and dinvn the stairs, drawing TTieron in her 
train. 'ITu* hirelings made salaams to him as 
well: it. we)iild have been impossible to interpose 
auviliing so trivial and sciualid as talk about terms 
and dates ui' payment. 

I am t*ver so mu<‘h obliged to you,” he said 
fervently, in the conpiarative solitude of the lower 
floor. She had paused to look at something in the 
bo.>k department 

Of course I was entirely at your service ; don’t 
numliou it,” she replied, reaching forth her hand 
in a,n aljseiU way for her parasol. 

He held ttp instead tlie volume he had pur- 
<*has(‘d. ‘Oim‘Ss what that is ! You never would 
gm-ss in lids wide world 1 ” His manner was sur- 
diarge»l with a sense of the surreptitions. 

Well, then, there’s no good trying, is there?” 
<H)mmenlcd Celia, her glance roving again toward 
tlm sheives. 

** It is a life of Ceorgt; Sand,” whispered Theron. 
've been reatling it this morning —all the 
Clmpin part — while I was waiting for you.” 

TV) his sur[)rise, there was an apparently dis- 
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pleased contraction of her brows as he made this 
revelation. For the instant, a dreadful fear of 
having offended her seized upon and sickcnetl him. 
But then her face cleared, as by magit\ She 
smiled, and let her eyes twinkle in laughter at hluu 
and lifted a forefinger in the most winning mock¬ 
ery of admonition. 

Naughty ! naughty ! ” she murmured back, 
with a roguishly solemn wink. 

He had no response ready for this, but mutely 
handed her the parasol, 'fhe situation had sud¬ 
denly grown too confused for words, or even se¬ 
quent thoughts. Uppermost across the hurly-burly 
of his mind there scudded the singular rellection 
that he should never hear her play on that mnv 
piano of his. Fa'ch as it (lashed by tmt of sight, 
he recognized it for one of tlie gritds of his life ; 
and the darkness which followed secuneil nothing 
but a revolt against the idea of having a piano at 
all. He would countermand the order. He would 
— but she was speaking again. 

They had strolled toward tlie door, and her 
voice was as jilacidly conventional as if the talk 
had never strayed from tlie subjt‘ct of pianos. 
Theron with an effort pulled himself together, and 
laid hold of her words. 

1 sii]>pose you will be going the other way," 
she was saying. I shall have to lie at the church 
all day. We have just got a new Mass over from 
Vienna, and I hn head over heels in work at it. X 
316 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


can have Father Forbes to myself to-day. too. 
That bear of a doctor has got the rheumatism, and 
can’t come out of his cave, thank Heaven ! 

And then she was receding from view, up the 
sunlit, busy sidewalk, and Theron, standing on the 
doi)rstcp, ruefully rubbed his chin. She had said 
he was going the other way, ami, after a little pause, 
he made her wi)rds good, though each step he took 
stamuMl all in des[ritc of his personal inclinations. 
St)uie of the |)assersd)y bowed to him, and one or 
two paused as if to shake hands and exchange 
greetings. He notldcd responses mechanically, 
lull did not stop. It was as if he feared to inter¬ 
rupt the [U'oeess of lifting his reluctant feet and 
prigadling thtun forward, lest they should wheel 
and siaiUlc off in the o[)posite direction. 
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Deliberate as his progress was, the diminishing 
number of store-fronts along the sidewalk, and the 
increasing proportion of picket-fen<'es entdosing 
domestic lawns, forced upon I’heron^s attention 
the fact that he was nearing home. It was a trifle 
past the hour for his midday meal. I le was not 
in the least hungry; still less did he ft‘el any 
desire just now to sit about in that library liviiig- 
room of his. Why should he go home at all? 

There was no reason whatever-.save tlie.t Alie<^ 

would be expecting him. retledion, that 

hardly amounted to a reason. Wives, with tluar 
limited grasp of the realities of life, were always 
expecting their husbands to do things which it 
turned out not to he fi‘asil)le for them to dt». 'The 
customary male animal spent a <’onsiderahle part 
of his life in explaining to his mate why it liad 
been necessary to disappoint or upset her little 
plans for his coitung.s and goings. It was in the 
very nature of things that it should he so. 

Sustained by these considerations, Mr. Ware 
slackened his steps, then halted irresolutely, and 
after a minute’s licsitation, entered tlic small tern- 
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perance restaurant before which, as by intuition, 
he had paused. Tlie elderly woman who placed 
on the tiny table before him the tea and rolls he 
ordered, was entirely unknown to him, he felt sure, 
yet none the less she smiled at him, and spoke 
almost familiarly, — 

“ I suppose Mrs. \Vare is at the seaside, and 
you are kee|)ing bachelor’s hall?” 

“ Not (piitc that,” he responded stifHy, and hur¬ 
ried through the meagre and distasteful repast, to 
avoiil any further conversation. 

I’hiU't* was an i<lea underlying her remark, how¬ 
ever, whi<*h rec'urred io him vvlum he had paid his 
tt'U taaits and got out on the street again. I'here 
was something interesting in the thought of Alice 
at the seaside. Neither of tiuun had ever laid eyes 
on salt water, but Theron took for granted the 
lUiwt extravagant landsinait’s conception of its cur- 
ativc‘ and invigorating powers. It was apparent to 
him th.at he was going to pay much greater atten¬ 
tion to Ali<*e’s happiness and well-being in the 
futur(‘ than lie had latttu’ly done, lie ha<l bought 
lier, this very day, a su|Kui) new piano. He was 
going to simply insist on her having a hired girl. 
Anil this seaside notion, — why, that was best of 
all. 

His finey built up pleasant visions of her feast¬ 
ing her di*lighted eyes upon the marvel of a great 
oi:can storm, or roaming along a beach strewn with 
womlerful marine shells, exhibiting an innocent joy 
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in their beauty, llie fresh sea bree*H' blew tln’intiili 
her hair, as lie s.rv her in iniinrs e\r, atul bnuu^lit 
the hartly tlusli ef !>aek u|»*»u her r.ilher 

pallid checks, lie was [U’epared aheady haully to 
know her, so robust and reviviiied would ^he have 
become, by the lime he went iltuvn the tioput 
to meet her on her return. 

For his imaginatum stiipiHsl sluirt tif seeing 
himself at the seasitle. U skeielu-d instead |Hi> 
turcs of vehole weeks solitary ;u adenm* c/ahn, 
alone with liis Itooks aiul Ids thoughts. The t’aets 
that he had no books, aiul that Uobotly dreannai at 
inteilering witii Ids ihougfUs, subordmalrd tluuu- 
selves humldy to his inutul. “Hie |Utop4*rt, as !h‘ 
mused foiully up<m it, expandetl to rmluaee the 
priest’s and the doctor’s liluarie. ; thr toMughts 
whicii he longed to In* alom* wah inoihrd < hoe 
communion with their thoughtIt t ould not but 
prove a Kcasrm t»f imniensi' mental siimuhaeui atui 
ethical broadening. It wmihl have its lotiy purtu* 
and artistic side as w«*ll ; the langtauons mrloiUrs 
of C'hopin stole <ivc*r his reverv, a i he dwelt upon 
thes(* things, and soft a/ure ami g*ddrn I edits 
modelled turth tlie e\4Ui aU* outline:', of tall ucnbie 
forms. 

He opc*ned the gati* leading to ftr. bcai'auar's 
houst*. His walk hail luiiugltt bim ipute mit of 
the town, and up, liy a broad main highway wldeli 
yet took on all stirta of s)1van tJiaims, lo a cone- 
manding site on the hilldde. Ikduw, in the valley, 
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lay Octavius, at one end half-hidden in factory 
smoke, at the otlier, where narrow bands of water 
gleamed upon the surface of a broad plain piled 
symmetrically with lumber, presenting an oddly 
incongruous suggestion of forest odors and the 
simplit'ily of the wilderness. In the middle dis- 
taiu'.e, on gradually rising ground, stretched a wide 
belt of dense, artificial foliage, peeping through 
\vhic*h tiknl turrets and ornamented chimneys 
ntarked the polite residences of those who, though 
they neither stoked the furnace fires to the west, 
ntu sawed the lumber on the east, lived in purple 
and line linen from the profits of this toil. Nearer 
at hand, pastures with gra/ing cows on the one 
sitic of the roa<l, and the high, weather-stained 
btiard fence of the nice-c'oursc on the other, com- 
pletetl the jumble of primitive rusticity and urban 
campli(*ations <‘haracteri/ang the whole picture. 

Dr. I.edsmar’s house, toward which d'heroiVs 
impulses had been seerelly leading him ever since 
(hdia’s parting remark about the rheumatism, 
was of tliat sjsaeious ami satisfying order of old- 
fa ilhtmed houses wliii'h men of leisure and means 
Imilt for themsi'lves while* the tairly traditions of 
a sparse ami conteiit(‘d homogeneous ])opukitk)n 
were still strong in the Repuhlita d'here was a hos¬ 
pitable* lotik about its wide \a*randa, its broad, low 
Iralk, and its big, double front door, wliich did not 
fit at all with the sketeli of a mauduUing recluse 
that the doi'tor luul drawn of Inmself. 
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Theron had prepared his mind for the eficct of 
being admitted by a Chinaman, aiul was taken 
somewhat aback when the door was opened by 
the doctor himself. His reception was pleasant 
enough, almost cordial, but the sense of awkwanl- 
ness followed him into his host’s inner room and 
rested heavily upon his opening speech, 

I heard, quite by accident, that you were ill,” 
he said, laying aside his hat. 

It’s nothing at all,” readied I.edsmar. Merely 
a stiff shoulder that I wear from time to time in 
memory of my father. It ought to be (|uite gone 
by nightfall. It was good of you to come, all tlie 
same. Sit down if you can find a chair. As usual, 
we are littered up to our eyes h(‘re. That’s it,—• 
throw those things on the floor.” 

Mr. Ware carefully deposited an armful of 
pamphlets on the rug at Ids feet, and sat tlown. 
Litter was indeed the word for what he saw about 
him. Bookcases, chairs, tallies, the <'orners of 
the floor, were all buried de(‘p under disorderly 
strata of papers, diagrams, and opental Ijuoks. 
One could hardly walk alioiit without treading on 
them. The dust which danced up into the bar 
of sunshine streaming in from the window, as tin* 
doctor stepped across to anotlu-r cliair, gave 'riierou 
new ideas about the value of ('hinese servants. 

I must thank you, first of all, doctor,” he 
began, for your kimlness in couung when / was 
ill. ^ I was sick, and ye visited me.’ ” 
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You must uT think of it that way/^ said Leds- 
mar; your friend came for me, and of course I 
went; and gladly too. There was nothing that 
I could do, or that anybody could do. Very 
interesting man, that friend of yours. And his 
wllV, too, — both quite out of the common. I 
don’t know wiien I ’vc seen two such really genu¬ 
ine [Hjople. I should like to have known more of 
them. Are they still here? ” 

^^'I'lu‘y went yesterday,” Theron replied. His 
earlier shyness had worn off, and he felt comfort¬ 
ably at his ease. I don’t know,” he went on, 
that the wtwd ' genuine ’ is just what would have 
txH'urred to me to dest'ribe the Soulsbys. They 
are very intenaUing people, as you say,-—in¬ 
teresting, and there was a time, I dare say, when 
I shotild have believed in their sincerity, lint of 
course I saw them and tlutir performance from the 
inside,— like one on the stage c)f a theatre, you 
know, instead of in the audience, and— well, I 
understaiul things better than I tiscd to.” 

'rite iloetor looked over his spectacles at him 
with a suggc*siion of intpiiry in his glance, and 
ThertJU eonlinued : ‘‘ I had several long talks with 
her; she told me very frankly the whole story of 
her life —and -and it w.as decddedly queer, I can 
assure; vsni 1 I may say to you —you will under¬ 
stand what l mean --that sinc'c my talk wath you, 
and llie books you lent me, I see many things dif- 
fereittly. Indeed, when I think upon it sometimes 

323 



THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


my old state of mind seems quite incredible to 
me. I can use no word for my new state short of 
illumination.” 

Dr. Ledsmar continued to regard his guest with 
that calm, interrogatory scrutiny of his. He did 
not seem disposed to take up the great issue of 
illumination. ‘^1 suppose,” he said after a little, 
no woman can come in contact with a priest for 
any length of time without telling him the ^ story 
of her life,’ as you call it. They all do it. The 
thing amounts to a law.” 

The young minister’s veins responded with a 
pleasurable thrill to the use of the word priest ” 
in obvious allusion to himself. Perhaps in fair¬ 
ness I ought to explain,” he said, "Hhat in her 
case it was only done in the course of a long talk 
about myself. I might say that it was by way of 
kindly warning to me. She saw how I had be¬ 
come unsettled in many —many of my former 
views—and she was nervous lest this should lead 
me to — to — ” 

^^To throw up the priesthood,” the doctor in¬ 
terposed upon his hesitation. Yes, I know the 
tribe. Why, my dear sir, your entire profession 
would have perished from the memory of man¬ 
kind, if it had n’t been for women. It is a very 
curious subject. Lots of thinkers have dipped 
into it, but no one has gone resolutely in with a 
search-light and exploited the whole things Our 
boys, for instance, traverse in their younger years 
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all the stages of the childhood of the race. They 
have terrifying dreams of awful monsters and giant 
animals of which they have never so much as heard 
in their waking hours; they pass through the lust 
for digging caves, building fires, sleeping out in 
the woods, hunting with bows and arrows, — all 
remote ancestral impulses j they play games with 
stones, marbles, and so on at regular stated periods 
of the year which they instinctively know, just as 
they were played in the Bronze Age, and heaven 
only knows how much earlier. But the boy goes 
through all this, and leaves it behind him, — so 
completely that the grown man feels himself more 
a stranger among boys of his own place who are 
thinking and doing precisely the things he thought 
and did a few years before, than he would among 
Kurds or Esquimaux. But the woman is totally 
different. She is infinitely more precocious as a 
girl. At an age when her slow brother is still 
stubbing along somewhere in the neolithic period, 
she has flown way ahead to a kind of mediaeval 
stage, or dawn of medisevalism, which is peculiarly 
her own. Having got there, she stays there ; she 
dies there. The boy passes her, as the tortoise 
did the hare. He goes on, if he is a philosopher, 
and lets her remain in the dark ages, where she 
belongs. If he happens to be a fool, which is 
customary, he stops and hangs around in her 
vicinity.” 

Theron smiled. ^^We priests,” he said, and 

325 


THE DAMNATION OF TUERON WARE 


paused again to enjoy the words, — ''I suppose I 
oughtn’t to inquire too closely just where we 
belong in the procession.” 

are considering the question imperson¬ 
ally,” said tlie doctor. '' First of all, what you 
regard as religion is especially calculated to attrac.t 

women. They remain as sui>erstitious to.day, 

down in the marrow of their bones, as they were 
ten thousand years ago. lOven the c'leveix*st of 
them are secretly afraid of omens, anti respect 
auguries. Think of tiie broadest women you 
know. One of them will throw salt over her 
shoulder if she spills it. Another drinks money 
from her cup by skimming the bubbles in a .spoon. 
Another forecasts her future by the arrangement 
of tea-grounds. They make the constitueiu'y to 
which an institution based on mysltuaes, mirat les, 
and the supernatural generally, would naturally 
appeal. Secondly, there is tlie personality of tlu* 
priest.” 

Yes,” assented Ware. 'hluTt^ rose up behue 
him, on the instant, the gra<‘eful, portly figure and 
strong, comely face of f'atluT i'brbt’S. 

Women are not a metaphysi<'al ptHJph*. 'i'h<*y 
do not easily follow abstrae.tiuns. 'Fhey want their 
dogmas and religious sentiments rudnulied in a 
man, just as they do their romantic* fancies. (tf 
course you Protestants, with your married t lergy, 
see less of the tTfeads of this than celibates do, Init 
even with you there is a great deal in it. Wliy, tlie 
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very institution of celibacy itself was forced upon 
the early Christian Church by the scandal of rich 
Roman ladies loading bishops and handsome 
priests with fabulous gifts, until the passion for 
currying favor with women of wealth, and marry¬ 
ing them or wheedling their fortunes from them, 
debauched the whole priesthood- You should 
read your Jerome.” 

I will, — certainly,” said the listener, resolving 
to remember the name and refer it to the old 
bookseller. 

‘‘Well, whatever laws one sect or another makes, 
the woman’s attitude toward the priest survives. 
She desires to see him surrounded by flower-pots 
ami candles, to have him smelling of musk. She 
would like to curl his hair, and weave garlands in 
it. Although she is not learned enough to have 
ever heard of such things, she intuitively feels in his 
presence a sort of backwash of the old pagan sen¬ 
suality and lascivious mysticism which enveloped 
tlu; priesthood in Creek and Roman days. Ugh! 
It makes one sick 1 ” 

Dr. Ledsmar rose, as he spoke, and dismissed 
the to[)ic witli a dry little laugh. Come, let me 
show you round a bit,” he said. My shoulder is 
easier walking than sitting.” 

I lave you never written a book yourself? ” 
asked 'Pherou, getting to his feet. 

I have a thing on serpent-worship,” the scien¬ 
tist r(‘plicd, — written years ago.” 
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can’t tell you how I should enjoy reading 
it/’ urged the other. 

The doctor laughed again. You ’ll have to 
learn German, then, 1 ’in afraid. It is still in cir¬ 
culation in Germany, I believe, on its merits as a 
serious book. I have n’t a copy of the edition in 
English. That was all exhausted by collector.H 
who bought it for its supposed obs<‘enity, like 
Burton’s ^Arabian Nights.’ Come this way, and I 
will show you my laboratory.” 

They moved out of the room, and through a 
passage, Tcdsmar talking as he led the way. ** I 
took up that subject, when I was at college, by a 
curious chance. I kept a young monkt^y in my 
rooms, which had been born in captivity. ,I 
brought home from a beer hall^—it was in Ger¬ 
many— some pretzels one night, and u>ssed one 
toward the monkey. He jumjnHl toward it, then 
screamed and ran back shuddering with fright. I 
could n’t understand it at first, d'hen I saw that 
the curled pretzel, lying tliert^ on the was 

very like a little coiled-up snake, llie monkey 
had never seen a snake, but it was in his blood 
to be afraid of one, 'Fhat inciiliuU ehangc’d my 
whole life for me. V[) to that evening, I had 
intended to be* a lavvytT,” 

d'heron did not feel sure that he had understocHl 
the point of the anecdote. He hK>kc‘d now, with¬ 
out much interest, at some dark little tanks <‘on- 
taining thick water, a row of small gkuss cases with 
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adders and other lesser reptiles inside, and a gen¬ 
eral collection of boxes, jars, and similar receptacles 
connected with the doctor’s pursuits. Further on 
was a smaller chamber, with a big empty furnace, 
and shelves bearing bottles and apparatus like a 
drug-store. 

It was pleasanter in the conservatory, — a low, 
spacious structure with broad pathways between the 
plants, and an awning over the sunny side of the 
roof. I'he plants were mostly orchids, he learned. 
He IkuI read of them, but never seen any be¬ 
fore, No doubt they were curious; but he dis¬ 
covered nothing to justify the great fuss made 
about them. M'he heat grew oppressive inside, and 
he was glad to emerge into the garden. He 
pausctl under the grateful shade of a vine-clad 
trellis, took olT his hat, and looked about 
him with a sigh of relief. Everything seemed 
old'fashionetl and natural and delightfully free 
from pretence in the big, overgrown field of flowers 
and shrubs. 

'fheron recalled with some surprise Celia’s 
indictment of the doctor as a man with no poetry 
in his soul. You must be extremely fond 
of flowers,” he rernarkeil. 

i)r. Ledsmar shrugged his well shoulder, '^They 
have their points,” he said briefly. These are 
all diiecious here. Over beyond arc monmeious 
species. My work is to test the probabilities for 
or against Darwin’s theory that hermaphroditism 
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in plants is a late by-product of tb.ese cailicr 
forms.” 

'^And is his theory right?” asked. Air. 
with a polite show of interest. 

'^We may know in the course of tlii'ee or toiu 
hundred years,” replied Ledsmar. Ho looked up 
into his guest’s face with a quizzical lialt-i^nulc. 

That is a very brief period for observation when 
such a complicated question as sex is iiavolved/* ho 
added. ^^We have been studying tire female el 
our own species for some hundreds of thousands 
of years, and we haven’t arrived at the most 
elementary rules governing her actions.’' 

They had moved along to a bed of tall i>lants, 
the more forward of which were beginnini^ to show 
bloom. Here another task will begin 
month,” the doctor observed. ^^These arc salvias, 
pentstemons, and antirrhinums, or snapdragons* 
planted very thick for the purpose. HumblC'-lKH-.s 
bore holes through their base, to save the labor 
climbing in and out of the flowers, and. we don’t 
quite know yet why some hive-bees discover and 
utilize these holes at once, while others never <lo. 
It may be merely the old-fogy conservatism of 
the individual, or there may be a law in it.” 

These seemed very paltry things for a man of 
such wisdom to bother his head about. Tlu*ron 
looked, as he was bidden, at the rows of luves 
shining in the hot sun on a bench along the wall, 
but offered no comment beyond a casual, My 
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mother was always going to keep bees, but some¬ 
how she never got around to it. They say it pays 
very well, though.” 

^‘'The discovery of the reason why no bee will 
touch the nectar of the Epipactis latifolia, though 
it is sweet to our taste, and was|)s are greedy for it, 
pay,” commented the doctor. Not like a 
blue rhododendron, in mere money, but in recog- 
ixition. Lots of men have achieved a half-column 
in the ^ ICiu'yclopedia dritannica ’ on a smaller basis 
than that.” 

'l'lu‘y stood now at the end of the garden, 
before a small, dilapidated summer-house. On the 
bench inside, facing him, Theron saw a strange 
recumbent figure stretched at full length, appar¬ 
ently sound asleep, or it might be dead. Looking 
closer, with a startled surj^rise, he made out the 
sluivcn skull and outlandish garb of a Chinaman. 
He turned toward his guide in the expectation of 
a scene. 

'The doctor had already taken out a note-book 
and pencil, and was drawing his watch from 
his pocket. He stepped into the summer-house, 
and, lifting the Orientars limp arm, took account 
of his pulse, 'I’hcn, with head bowed low, side- 
wise, he listened lor the heart-action. Finally, 
lie somewhat brusciuely pushed back one of the 
Chinaman’s cyc‘iids, and made a minute inspection 
of what the opera,tion disclosed. Returning to the 
light, he inscribed some notes in his book, put it 
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back in his pocket, and came out. In answer to 
Theron’s marvelling stare, he pointed toward a 
pipe of odd construction lying on the Hour beneath 
the sleeper. 

^'This is one of my regular afternoon duties,” 
he explained, again with the whimskuil half smile. 

am increasing his dose monthly l)y regular 
stages, and the results promise to be rather remark¬ 
able. Heretofore, obsenaitions have been made 
mostly on diseased or morbidly deteriorateti sul)- 
jects. This fellow of mine is strung as an ox, 
perfectly nourished, and watched over intelligently. 
He can assimilate opium enough to kill you and 
me and every other vertebrate creature on the 
premises, without turning a hair, and he has n’t 
got even fairly under way yet.” 

The thing was unpleasant, and tlie ytning min¬ 
ister turned away. I'hey walked ttjgeUier up the 
path toward the house. His rniiul was full now of 
the hostile things wliich Ca*lia iuul said about the 
doctor. FIc had vaguely sympathiml with her 
then, upon no special knowledge of his own. Now 
he felt that his sentiments were vcheiiuattly in 
accord with hers, d’lu: dtx'tor a beast. 

And yet -—as they moved slowly along thnmgh 
the garden the thought took sudden shape in his 
mind—it would l)e only justice for him to get also 
the doctor's o|)iuion of C!eUa. Even while they 
offended aiul repelled him, ho could nut close his 
eyes to the fact that the doctor's experiments and 
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occupations were those of a patient and exact man 
of science, — a philosopher. And what he had 
said about women, — there was certainly a great 
deal of ataunen and shrewd observation in that, 
if he would only say what he really thought about 
Cadia, and about her relations with the priest 1 
Yes, 'rheron recognized now there was nothing 
else that he so much needed light upon as those 
puzzling tics between Celia and Father Forbes. 

ile paused, with a simulated curiosity, about 
one of the flower-beds. ** Speaking of women 
and religion,” — he began, in as casual a tone as 
he could command, — ** 1 notice curiously enough 
in my t>vvn case, that as I develop in what you 
may call the —the other direction, my wife, who 
formerly was not especially devoted, is being 
strongly attracted by the most unthinking and 
hysterical side of^—of our church system.” 

The doctor looked at him, nodded, and stooped 
to nil) some buds from a stalk in the bed. 

another case,” Thcron went on — 
course it w:is all so new and strange to me — but 
the position whitdi Miss Madden seems to occupy 
aljout the Catholic Church here — I suppose you 
had lier in mind when you spoke.” 

Ledsmar stood up. ** My mind has better 
things tt) busy itself with than mad asses of that 
deHcriptioa,” he replied. *CShe is not worth talk¬ 
ing about, — a mere bundle of egotism, ignorance, 
and rcddieaded lewducss. If she were even a 
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type, she might be worth considering; l)ut she is 
simply an abnormal sport, with a little brain atitlled 
by notions that she is like ily[)atia, and a large 
impudence rendered intolerable by the fact that 
she has money. Her father is a decent man. I le 
ought to have her whipped.’' 

Mr. Ware drew himself erect, as he Usteneii to 
these outrageous words. It woukl be unmanly, Ire 
felt, to allow such comments upon an absent friend 
to pass unrebuked. Yet there was the <'ourtesy 
due to a host to be considered. 11 is mind, 
fluttering between these two extremes, aliglited 
abruj[)tly upon a compromise, lie would speak so 
as to show his disapproval, yet not so as to jneveut 
his finding out what he wantetl to know, i'hc 
desire to hear Ledsmar talk about (hiia anti tlie 
priest seemed now to have possessetl him ft)r a 
long time, to have dictated his unpremeditatetl 
visit out here, to have been gniwing in intensity 
all the while he pretemled to lie interestial in 
orchids and bees and the drugged C!hinaman. 
It tugged passionately at his selfcuntrol us he 
spoke. 

cannot in the least assent to your ciianicteri- 
zation of the lady,” he lK‘gan witli rhcUirical 
dignity. 

bless me 1 ” interposed the doctor, with det;ep- 
tive cheerfulness, that is not re<juired of yvm at alL 
It is a strictly perstinal opinion, ofl'ered merely as a 
contribution to the general .sum of hypotheses*” 
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Theron went on, feeling his way, of 
course, I gathered that evening that you had 
prejudices in the matter; but these are rather 
apart from the point I had in view. We were 
speaking, you will remember, of the traditional 
attitude of women toward priests, — wanting to 
curl their hair and put flowers in it, you know, — 
and that suggested to me some individual illustra¬ 
tions, anti it occurred to me to wonder just what 
were the relations between Miss Madden and — 
and luither h'orbes. She said this morning, for 
insiancu', — I hapt)ened to meet her, quite by 
accident, — that she was going to the church to 
practise a new ])iece, and that she could have 
Father Forbes to herself all day. Now that would 
be ([uitc an impossible remark in our — that is, 
in any Protestant circles —and purely as a matter 
of comparison, I was curious to ask you just how 
muc:h there was in it. I ask you, because going 
tlu*r(‘ so much you have had exceptional oppor¬ 
tunities fur—” 

A sharp exclamation from his companion inter¬ 
rupted tlu; clergyman’s hesitating monologue. It 
began like a high-pitched, violent word, but 
dwindled suddenly into a groan of pain. The 
doctor’s face, too, whi(di had on the flash of 
Tlieron’s turning seenurd given over to immixed 
anger, took on an expression of bodily suffering 
insteail. 

My shoulder has grown all at once excessively 
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painful,” lie said hastily. '' I’m afraid I must ask 
you to excuse me, IMr. W'are.” 

Carrying the afflicted side with ostentatious 
caution, he led the way without ado round the 
house to the front gate on the road. He had put 
his left hand under his coat to press it against his 
aching shoulder, and his right hung palpably 
less. This rendered it impossil)le for him to shake 
hands with his guest in parting. 

You Te sure there’s nothing i can tlo,” said 
Theron, lingering on the outer side of the gate. 

I used to rub my father’s shoulders and back; 
rd gladly —” 

Oh, not for worlds! ” groaned the doctor. 
His anguish was so impressive that 'Fheron, as lie 
walked down the road, quite missed the fa<*t that 
there had been no invitation to come again. 

Dr. Ledsmar stood fur a minute or two, his 
gaze meditatively following the r<’treating figure. 
Then he went in, opening tiie front dour with lii.s 
right hand, and carrying himself once more as if 
there were no such thing as rheumatism in the 
world. He waiulered on tiirough the hall into 
the laboratory, and stoi)pe<l in front of the row of 
little tanks full of water. 

Some deliberation was involved in whatevt-r liis 
puriiosc might be, for he looked from one tank tt» 
another with a |)ond<*ring, dilatory ga/.e. At last 
he plunged his hand into the o]Ki<pie flnitl ami 
drew forth a long, slim, yellowish-green lizard, with 
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a coiling, sinuous tail and a pointed, evil head, 
llie reptile squirmed and doubled itself backward 
around his wrist, darting out and in with dizzy 
swiftness its tiny forked tongue. 

The doctor held the thing up to the light, and, 
scrutinizing it through his spectacles, nodded his 
head in sedate approval. A grim smile curled in 
his beard. 

Yes, you are the type,” he murmured to it, 
with evident enjoyment in the conceit. ^^Your 
name isn't*Johnny any more. It’s the Rev. 
llieron Ware.” 
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CHAPTER XXII 


The annual camp-meeting of the combined 
Methodist districts of Octavius and Thessaly was 
held this year in the second half of September, 
a little later than usual. Of the nine days devoted 
to this curious survival of primitive Wesleyanism, 
the fifth fell upon a Saturday. On the noon of 
that day the Rev, Theron Ware escaped for some 
hours from the burden of work and incessant 
observation which he shared with twenty other 
preachers, and walked alone in the woods. 

The scene upon which he turned his back was 
one worth looking at. A spacious, irregularly 
defined clearing in the forest lay level as a tennis- 
court, under the soft haze of autumn sunlight. In 
the centre was a large, roughly constructed frame 
building, untouched by paint, but stained and 
weather-beaten with time. Behind it were some 
lines of horse-sheds, and still further on in that 
direction, where the trees began, the eye caught 
fragmentary glimpses of low roofs and the fronts of 
tiny cottages, withdrawn from full view among the 
saplings and underbrush. At the other side of the 
clearing, fully fourscore tents were pitched, some 
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gray and mended, others dazzlingly white in their 
newness. The more remote of these tents fell 
into an orderly arrangement of semi-circular form, 
facing that part of the engirdling woods where the 
trees were largest, and their canopy of overhanging 
foliage was lifted highest from the ground. Inside 
this half-ring of tents were many rounded rows of 
benches, which followed in narrowing lines the 
idea of an amphitheatre cut in two. In the centre, 
just under the edge of the roof of boughs, rose a 
wooden pagoda, in form not unlike an open-air 
stand for musicians. In front of this, and leading 
from it on the level of its floor, there projected a 
platform, railed round with aggressively rustic 
woodwork. The nearest benches came close 
about this platform. 

At the hour when Theron started away, there 
were few enough signs of life about this encamp¬ 
ment. The four or five hundred people who were 
in constant residence were eating their dinners 
in the big boarding-house, or the cottages or the 
tents. It was not the time of day for strangers. 
Even when services were in progress by daylight, 
the regular attendants did not make much of a 
show, huddled in a gray-black mass at the front 
of the auditorium, by comparison with the great 
green and blue expanses of nature about them. 

The real spectacle was in the evening, when, 
as the shadows gathered, big clusters of kerosene 
torches, hung high on the trees facing the audience, 
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were lighted. The falling darkness magnified the 
glow of the lights, and the size and importance of 
what they illumined. The preacher, bending for¬ 
ward over the rails of the platform, and fastening 
his eyes upon the abashed faces of those on the 
anxious seat” beneath him, borrowed an effect 
of druidical mystery from the wall of blackness 
about him, from the flickering reflections on the 
branches far above, from the cool night air which 
stirred across the clearing. The change was in 
the blood of those who saw and heard him, too. 
The decorum and half-heartedness of their devo¬ 
tions by day deepened under the glare of the 
torches into a fervent enthusiasm, even before 
the services began. And if there was in the rustic 
pulpit a man whose prayers or exhortations could 
stir their pulses, they sang and groaned and 
bellowed out their praises with an almost barbar¬ 
ous license, such as befitted the wilderness. 

But in the evening not all were worshippers. 
For a dozen miles round on the country-side, 
young farm-workers and their girls regarded the 
camp-meeting as perhaps the chief event of the 
year, — no more to be missed than the country 
fair or the circus, and offering, from many points 
of view, more opportunities for genuine enjoyment 
than either. Their behavior when they came was 
pretty bad, — not the less so because all the rules 
established by the Presiding Elders for the regu¬ 
lation of strangers took it for granted that they 
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would act as viciously as they knew how. These 
sight-seers sometimes ventured to occupy the back 
benc'hes, where the light was dim. More often 
tlu^y stood outside, in the circular space between 
the tents and the benches, and mingled cat-calls, 
drovers’ yelps, and all sorts of mocking cries and 
noises with the “ Araens ” of the earnest congre¬ 
gation. Their rough horse-play on the fringe of the 
sanctified gathering was grievous enough; every¬ 
body knew that much worse things went on 
further out in the surrounding darkness. Indeed, 
popular report gave to these external phases of the 
cainp«nu‘t‘ting an even more evil fame than attached 
the later moonlight husking-bees, or the least 
ri‘i)utablc of the midwinter dances at Dave Ran¬ 
dall’s low halfway luuise. 

C'ynics said that the Methodists found conso¬ 
lation for this scandal in the large income they de- 
rivet I from their unruly visitors’ gate-money. This 
was unfair. No doubt the money played its part, 
but tluTc was something else far more important, 
'ilu* pious dwellers in the camp, intent upon reviv¬ 
ing ill their poor modern way the character and 
environment of the heroic early days, felt the need 
of just this hostile anti scuffing mob about them to 
bring out the spirit they sought. Theirs was pre¬ 
eminently a fighting religion, which languished in 
licactfiul fair weather, but (lamed high in the 
storm. 'The throng of loafers and light-minded 
worldliugs of both sexes, with their jeering intcr- 
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ruptioiis and lewd levity ef conduct, brought upon 
the scene a kind of visible personal devil, witli 
whom the chosen could do battle face to facta 
The daylight services became mure and iwovv per* 
functory, as the sojourn in tl\e vvijuds ran its ctnirse, 
and interest concentrated itself \i\nm the night 
meetings, for the reason that ZZ/c// came the fierce 
wrestle with a Bcel/ebub of flesh and blood. And 
it was not so one-sided a contest, either! 

No evening passed without its vu'tories for the 
pulpit Careless or miseliievous young peo|ile 
who were pushed into the foremost ranks of the 
mockers, and stootl grinning and grimacing undt*r 
the lights, would of a sudden feel a h{k* 11 clamped 
upon them. They would hear a strange, tpiaver- 
ing note in the preacher’s vou'c, cauii the sense of 
a piercing, soiil-commauding gleam in his eye, -- 
not at all to be resisted. 'Tlu'st* tu'cnlt fi'O'cs 
would take control of tliem, drag them hnwaitl as 
in a dream to the beiu'luss under the pulpit, and 
abuse them there like worms in the du a. Ami 
then the preachtu' would (h‘secm<!, and the elders 
advance, and tlie torehdlres wt»uld sway and <lip 
l)erore the vviiul t)f the mighty rajar that went up in 
triumph from the bretluam. 

These combats with Satan at close quarters, if 
they made the wet‘k"day <‘veningH exciting, 
with an effect of crushing dulncss uptm the Smi' 
(lay services, d'hc rule was to admit uu strangers 
to the grounds from Saturday night to Momlay 
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morning. Every year attempts were made to 
rescind or modify this rule, and this season at 
least three-fourths of the laymen in attendance 
had signed a petition in favor of opening the gates. 
The two Presiding Elders, supported by a dozen 
of the older preachers, resisted the change, and 
they had the backing of the more bigoted section 
of the congregation from Octavius. The con¬ 
troversy reached a point where Theron’s Presiding 
Elder threatened to quit the grounds, and the 
leaders of the open-Sunday movement spoke 
freely of the ridiculous figure which its cranks and 
fanatics made poor Methodism cut in the eyes of 
modern go-ahead American civilization. Then 
Theron Ware saw his opportunity, and preached 
an impromptu sermon upon the sanctity of the 
Sabbath, which ended all discussion. Sometimes 
its arguments seemed to be on one side, some¬ 
times on the other, but always they were clothed 
with so serene a beauty of imagery, and moved in 
such a lofty and rarefied atmosphere of spiritual 
exaltation, that it was impossible to link them to so 
sordid a thing as this question of gate-money. 
When he had finished, nobody wanted the gates 
opened. The two factions found that the differ¬ 
ence between them had melted out of existence. 
They sat entranced by the charm of the sermon; 
then, glancing around at the empty benches, 
glaringly numerous in the afternoon sunlight, they 
whispered regrets that ten thousand people had 
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not been there to hear that nKirvellous tlisc'ourHC, 
Theron’s conquest was of ex<‘e[Uu>na] dimensio!\s. 
The majority, whose project lie IkuI tlefeatetl, were 
strangers who appreciated and admired his effort 
most. The little minority of his own tlot'k, though 
less susceptible to the intluence of graceful tlitiion 
and delicately balanced rhetoric, weri* protul of the 
distinction he had reflected upon them, and de¬ 
lighted with him for having won their fight. T'he 
Presiding Elders wrung his hand with a significant 
grip. The extremists of his own charge beamed 
friendship upon him for the first lime. He was 
the veritable hero of the we<‘k. 

'Fhe prestige of this achic‘vement tmule it the 
easitT for Theron to get away by himstdf next day, 
and walk in the woods. A man of su< h pu\v«T had 
a right to solitude. 'l'hos(‘ who not<‘d Ids de¬ 
parture from the camji remenduaed with pleasure 
that he was to preach again on the morrow. He 
was going to commune with (iod in the depths oi 
the forest, that the Message* nc*xt day might be 
clearer and more luminous still. 

Theron strolled for a HttU*. witli an air of aim¬ 
lessness, until he was well outside the more (»r less 
frequented neighborhootl of the camp, 'fhen he 
looked at the sun and the lay of tiic land with that 
informing scrutiny of whhdi the farm tired liuy 
never loses the trick, turned, and strode at a rat^ 
tling pace down the hillsule. He knew mithing 
personally of this piece of woodland, -—a s|Hir of 
344 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


the great Adirondack wilderness thrust southward 
into the region of homesteads and dairies and hop- 
fields, — but he had prepared himself by a study of 
the map, and he knew where he wanted to go. 
Very soon he hit upon the path he had counted 
upon finding, and at this he quickened his gait. 

Three months of the new life had wrought 
changes in Theron. He bore himself more erectly, 
for one thing; his shoulders were thrown back, 
and seemed thicker. The alteration was even 
more obvious in his face. The effect of lank, 
wistful, sallow juvenility had vanished. It was the 
countenance of a mature, well-fed, and confident 
man, firmer and more rounded in its outlines, and 
with a glow of health on its whole surface. Under 
the chin were the suggestions of fulness which be¬ 
speak an easy mind. His clothes were new; the 
frock-coat fitted him, and the thin, dark-colored 
autumn overcoat, with its silk lining exposed at the 
breast, gave a masculine bulk and shape to his 
figure. He wore a shining tall hat, and, in haste 
though he was, took pains not to knock it against 
low-hanging branches. 

All had gone well — more than well — with him. 
The second Quarterly Conference had passed with¬ 
out a ripple. Both the attendance and the collec¬ 
tions at his church were larger than ever before, 
and the tone of the congregation toward him was 
altered distinctly for the better. As for himself, he 
viewed with astonished delight the progress he had 
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made in liis own estimation. lie had taken Sister 
Soulsby’s advice, and the results were already won¬ 
derful. He had put aside, once and fur all, the 
thousand foolish trities and childish perplexities 
which formerly had racked his brain, and worried 
him out of sleep and strength. He be^rruwed ail 
sorts of books boldly now from the Octavius publit: 
library, and could swim with a calm mastery and 
enjoyment upon the deep waters into which Draper 
and Lecky and Laing and the rest had hurled him. 
He dallied pleasurably, a little languorously, witli a 
dozen aspects of tlie case against reveale<l religion, 
ranging from the mild heterodoxy of Andover’s 
qualms to the rude IngersoU’s rollicking negation of 
God himself, as a woman of cocpietry might play 
with as many would-be lovers. I'hey amusv'd him ; 
they were all before him to choost‘; and lu* was 
free to postpone indefinitely tlie act of st'lcctiou. 
There was a sense of the luxuru)us in this pt>sitiiUi 
which softened bodily as well as mental fibros. 
He ceased to grow indignant at things Iwluw or 
outside his standards, and he bought a small bui»k 
which treated of the care of the liand and hngrr 
nails. 

Alice had a<‘ccpte<l with <U’hTou< c' his oxi‘lana- 
tion that siiapely hands played s(> impoitaiU a 
part in pulpit oratory. Iu)r that matter, slu* n<jw 
accepted whatever he said or tlid with admirable 
docility. It was months situa* he could remember 
her venturing upon a critical attitiulc toward him* 
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She had not wished to leave home, for the seaside 
or any other resort, during the summer, but had 
worked outside in her garden more than usual. 
This was inexpensive, and it seemed to do her as 
mucdi good as a holiday could have done. Her 
new devotional zeal was now quite an old thing; 
it had not slackened at all from the revival pitch. 
At the outset she had tried several times to talk 
with her husband upon this subject. He had 
discouraged conversation about her soul and its 
welfare, at first obliquely, then, under compulsion, 
with some directness. His thoughts were ab¬ 
sorbed, he said, by the contemplation of vast, 
abstract schemes of creation and the government 
of the universe, and it only diverted and embar¬ 
rassed his mind to try to fasten it upon the details 
of personal salvation. Thereafter the topic was 
not broached between them. 

She bestowed a good deal of attention, too, 
upon ht.T piano. The knack of a girlish nimble- 
ncss of touch had returned to her after a few 
weeks, and she made music which Thcron sup- 
|)OHeil was very good, — for her. It pleased him, 
at all events, when he sat and listened to it; but 
he had a far greater pleasure, as he listened, in 
dwelling upon the memories of the yellow and blue 
room whit'h the sounds always brought up. Al¬ 
though three months had passed, I'hurston's had 
never asked for the first payment on the piano, or 
even sent in a bill. This impressed him as being 
347 




THE DAMNATION OF THERUN WARE 

peculiarly graceful behavior on liLs part, an<i he. 
recognized its delicacy by not going near Tluirs- 
ton’s at all. 

An houFs sharp walk, occasionally broktai by 
short cuts across open pastures, but for the most 
part on forest paths, brought ‘'rheron to the l>row 
of a small knoll free from underbrush, and covered 
sparsely with beech-trees. 'Fhe ground was soft 
with moss and the powdered remains of last year’s 
foliage; the leaves above him were showing the 
first yellow stains of autumn. A sweet smell of 
ripening nuts was thick upon the air, and Inisy 
rustlings and chirpings through the stillness told 
how the chipmunks and squirrels were attending 
to their harvest. 

Theron had no ears for these noises of the 
woodland. He had halted, and was sean hing 
through the little vistas ofiered betwetm the stout 
gray trunks of the beeches fur some* sign of a iiun'e 
sophisticated sort. Yes! there wtU’c <a‘rtaiuly 
voices to be heard, down in the hollow. A ml 
now, beyond nil possibility of mistakeg lliere eame 
up to liiin the low, rhythmi(' throb of inusie. 
It was tlic merc‘st faint murmur of music, made 
almost wholly of groaning bass notes, but it was 
enough. He movtal down the* sIopt\ swiftly at 
first, them with inc'reasing caution, d’he sounds 
grew louder as he advancod, until lie <*ould lu’ar 
the harmony of the other strings in Its place 
beside the uproar of the big fiddles, ami distin- 
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guish from both the measured noise of many feet 
moving as one. 

He reached a place from which, himself unob¬ 
served, he could overlook much of what he had 
come to see. 

'i'he bottom of the glade below him lay out in 
the full sunshine, as flat and as velvety in its fresh 
greenness as a garden lawn. Its open expanse 
was big enough to accommodate several distinct 
crowds, and here the crowds were,— one massed 
about an enclosure in which young men were play¬ 
ing at football, another gathered further off in a 
horse-shoe curve at the end of a baseball diamond, 
and a third thronging at a point where the shade 
of overhanging woods began, focussed upon a cen¬ 
tre of interest which Theron could not make out. 
Closer at hand, where a shallow stream rippled 
along over its black-slate bed, some little boys, 
witli legs bared to the thighs, were i)addling about, 
under the charge of two men clad in long black 
gowns. 'There were others of these frocked moni- 
tt)r.» scattered here and there upon the scene, — 
jKiliid, close-shaven, monkish figures, who none 
the less wore modern hats, and superintended with 
knowledge the games of the period. Theron re¬ 
membered that these were the Christian Brothers, 
tile semi-monastic teachers of the Catholic school. 

And this was the [licnic of the Catholics of 
Octavius. He gazed in mingled amazement and 
exhilaration upon the spectacle. There seemed to 
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be literally thousantls of people on the open fields 
before him, and apparently there were still other 
thousands in the fringes of the woods round about. 
The noises which arose from this multitude — the 
shouts of the latls in the water, tlie playful stjueals 
of the girls in the swings, the fused uproar of the 
more distant crowds, and above all the diligent, 
ordered strains of the dance-inusic proceeding 
from some invisible distance in the greenwood «— 
charmed his ears with their suggestion of universal 
merriment. He drew a long breath— half pleas¬ 
ure, half wistful regret — as he remembered tliat 
other gathering in the forest which he had left 
behind. 

At any rate, it should be well ladiiud him to -day, 
whatever the morrow might bring! Fvuleutly he 
was on the wrong side of the c'ircle for the luaul- 
quarters of the festivities. He turned and walktai 
to the right through the beeches, making a detour, 
under cover, of the cruwils at play. At last he 
rounded the long oval of the <dearing, uiul found 
himself at the very edge of that largest throng of 
all, which had been tt>o faraway fi»r compreluui 
sion at the beginning. 'I’hert' was no niyst<*iv 
now. A rough, narrow slied, fully fifiy foet in 
lengtii, imposed itself in an arbitrary line a< russ 
the face of this crowd, dividing it iniu two com¬ 
pact halves. Inside this sheti, |)rotecled all round 
by a waist-high barrier of boanls, on toi> of which 
ran a flat, tabledike covering, were twenty men in 
3SO 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


their shirt-sleeves, toiling ceaselessly to keep abreast 
of the crowd’s thirst for beer. The actions of 
these bar-tenders greatly impressed Theron. They 
moved like so many machines, using one hand, 
apparently, to take money and give change, and 
with the other incessantly sweeping off rows of 
empty glasses, and tossing forward in their place 
fresh, foaming glasses five at a time. Hundreds 
of arms and hands were continually stretched out, 
on both sides of the shed, toward this streaming 
bar, and through the babel of eager cries rose 
without pause the racket of mallets tapping new 
Icegs. 

Theron had never seen any considerable number 
of his fellow-citizens engaged in drinking lager 
beer before. His surprise at the facility of those 
behind the bar began to yield, upon observation, 
to a profound amazement at the thirst of those 
before it. The same people seemed to be always 
in front, emptying the glasses faster than the busy 
men inside could replenish them, and clamoring 
tirelessly for more. New-comers had to force their 
way to the bar by violent efforts, and once there 
tbey stayed until pushed bodily aside. There 
were actually women to be seen here and there in 
the throng, elbowing and shoving like the rest for 
a place at the front. Some of the more gallant 
young men fought their way outward, from time to 
time, carrying for safety above their heads glasses 
of beer which they gave to young and pretty girls, 
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standing on the fringe of the crowd, among the 
trees. 

Everywhere a remarkable gt)od-humor prevailed. 
Once a sharp fight broke out, just at the eml 
the bar nearest Theron, and one young man was 
knocked down. A rush of the onlookers confusetl 
everything before the minister’s eyes for a minute, 
and then he saw the aggrieved combatant up on 
his legs again, consenting under the kiiully pres¬ 
sure of the crowd to shake hands with his antag¬ 
onist, and join him in more beer. I'he incitlent 
caught his fancy. I'here was something very 
pleasingly human, he thought, in this |)rimitive 
readiness to resort to fisticuffs, and this frank 
and genial reconciliation. 

Perhaps there was something contagious in this 
wholesale display of thirst, for the Rev. Mr. Ware 
became conscious of a notion tliat he slundd like 
to try a glass of beer. He recalled having heard 
that lager was really a most harmless beverage. 
Of course it was out of the <|uesti<m that he slumld 
show himself at the bar. Perhaps some one Windd 
bring him out a glass, as if he were a pretty girl 
Ke lookcil about for a possible uu*ssengcr. 'I‘urn- 
ing, he fouiul himself face to fa<'e with twt) smiling 
people, into whose eyes he stareti for an instant in 
dumfounded blankness. Then lus counitmaiu'e 
flashed with joy, and he field out both haiuls in 
greeting. It was Fatlu-r Forbes and (‘elia. 

“ We stole down upon you unawares/’ said the 
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priest, in his cheeriest manner. He wore a brown 
straw hat, and loose clothes hardly at all clerical 
in form, and had Miss Madden’s arm drawn 
lightly within his own. We could barely believe 
our eyes, — that it could be you whom we saw, 
here among the sinners! ” 

I am in love with your sinners,” responded 
I'heron, as he shook hands with Celia, and trusted 
himself to look fully into her eyes. “ I Ve had 
five days of the saints, over in another part of the 
woods, and they’ve bored the head off me.” 


23 
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CHAPTER XXIII 


At the command of Father Forbes, a lad who 
was loitering near them went down through the 
throng to the bar, and returned with three glasses 
of beer. It pleased the Rev. Mr. Ware that the 
priest should have taken it for granted that he 
would do as the others did. He knocked his glass 
against theirs in compliance with a custom strange 
to him, but which they seemed to understand very 
well. The beer itself was not so agreeable to the 
taste as he had expected, but it was cold and 
refreshing. 

When the boy had returned with the glasses, 
the three stood for a moment in silence, medi¬ 
tatively watching the curious scene spread below 
them. Beyond the bar, Theron could catch now 
through the trees regularly recurring glimpses of 
four or five swings in motion. These were 
nearest him, and clearest to the vision as well, at 
the instant when they reached their highest for¬ 
ward point. The seats were filled with girls, 
some of them quite grown young women, and 
their curving upward sweep through the air was 
disclosing at its climax a remarkable profusion of 
white skirts and black stockings. The sight 
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stmck him as indecorous in the extreme, and he 
turned his eyes away. They met Celia’s; and 
there was something latent in their brown depths 
which prompted him, after a brief dalliance of 
interchanging glances, to look again at the swings. 

Mliat old maid Curran is really too ridiculous, 
with those white stockings of hers,” remarked 
Celia; some friend ought to tell her to dye 
them.” 

Or pad them,” suggested Father Forbes, with 
a gay little chuckle. I daresay the question of 
swings and ladies’ stockings hardly arises with you, 
over at the camp-meeting, Mr, Ware?” 

Therou laughed aloud at the conceit. '' I 
should say not! ” he replied. 

I’m just dying to see a camp-meeting! ” said 
Celia. You hear such racy accounts of what 
goes on at them.” 

Don’t go, I beg of you ! ” urged Theron, with 
dok'ful ettiphasis. “ Don’t let’s even talk about 
them. 1 should like to feel this afternoon as if 
there was no such thing within a thousand miles 
of me as a camp-mccting. Do you know, all this 
interests me enormously. It is a revelation to me 
to see these thousands of good, decent, ordinary 
people, just frankly enjoying themselves like human 
beings. I suppose that in this whole huge crowd 
tlicrc is n’t a single person who will mention the 
subject of his soul to any other person all day 
long.” 
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I should think the assumption was a safe one,” 
said the priest, smilingly, unless,” he added 
on after-thought, '^it be by way of a genial 
profanity. There used to be some old Clare men 
who said ^ Hell to my soul! ’ when they missed at 
quoits, but I have n’t heard it for a long time. I 
daresay they ’re all dead.” 

I shall never forget that death-bed — where 
I saw you first,” remarked Theron, musingly. I 
date from that experience a whole new life. I 
have been greatly struck lately, in reading our 
^Northern Christian Advocate’ to see in the 
obituary notices of prominent Methodists how over 
and over again it is recorded that they got religion 
in their youth through being frightened by some 
illness of their own, or some epidemic about them. 
The cholera year of 1832 seems to have made 
Methodists hand over fist. Even to this day our 
most successful revivalists, those who work conver¬ 
sions wholesale wherever they go, do it more by 
frightful pictures of hell-fire surrounding the sin¬ 
ner’s death-bed than anything else. You could 
hear the same thing at our camp-meeting to-night, 
if you were there.” 

There is n’t so much difference as you think,” 
said Father Forbes, dispassionately. Your peo¬ 
ple keep examining their souls, just as children 
keep pulling up the bulbs they have planted to see 
are there any roots yet. Our people are more 
satisfied to leave their souls alone, once they have 
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been planted, so to speak, by baptism. But fear 
of hell governs them both, pretty much alike. As 
I remember saying to you once before, there is 
really nothing new under the sun. Even the say¬ 
ing is n’t new. d'hough there seem to have been 
the most tremendous changes in races and civili¬ 
zations and religions, stretching over many thou- 
santls of years, yet nothing is in fact altered very 
much. Where religions are concerned, the human 
race are still very like savages in a dangerous 
wootl in the dark, telling one another ghost stories 
art)und a camp-fire. They have always been like 
that.” 

What nonsense 1 ” cried Celia. I have no 
patience with such gloomy rubbish. The Greeks 
had a religion full of beauty and happiness and 
light-hcartedne.ss, and they were n’t frightened of 
death at all. They made the image of death a 
beautiful l)oy, with a torch turned down. Their 
grt‘atest philoso[)hcrs openly preached and prac¬ 
tised the doctrine of suicide when one was tired 
of life. Our own early Church was full of these 
broail and beautiful Greek ideas. You know that 
yourself! And it was only when your miserable 
Jeromes and Angustines and Cyrils brought in the 
abominable meannesses and cruelties of the Jewish 
Old Testament, and stamped out the sane and 
lovely Greek elements in the Church, that Chris¬ 
tians became the poor, whining, cowardly egotists 
they are, troubling about their little tin-pot souls, 
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and scaring themselves in their churches by skulls 
and crossbones.’’ 

My dear Celia/’ interposed the priest, patting 
her shoulder gently, '‘we will have no Greek 
debate to-day. Mr. Ware has been permitted to 
taboo camp-meetings, and I claim the privilege to 
cry off on Greeks. Look at those fellows down 
there, trampling over one another to get more 
beer. What have they to do with Athens, or 
Athens with them? I take it, Mr. Ware,” he 
went on, with a grave face but a twinkling eye, 
" that what we are observing here in front of us is 
symbolical of a great ethical and theological revo¬ 
lution, which in time will modify and control the 
destiny of the entire American people. You see 
those young Irishmen there, struggling like pigs at 
a trough to get their fill of German beer- That 
signifies a conquest of Teuton over Kelt more 
important and far-reaching in its results than the 
landing of Hengist and Horsa. The Kelt has 
come to grief heretofore — or at least been forced 
to play second fiddle to other races — because he 
lacked the right sort of a drink. He has in his 
blood an excess of impulsive, imaginative, even 
fantastic qualities. It is much easier for him to 
make a fool of himself, to begin with, than it is for 
people of slower wits and more sluggish tempera¬ 
ments. When you add whiskey to that, or that 
essence of melancholia which in Ireland they call 
‘porther,’ you get the Kelt at his very weakest 
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and worst. These young men down there are 
changing all that. They have discovered lager. 
Already many of them can outdrink the Germans 
at their own beverage. The lager-drinking Irish¬ 
man in a few generations will be a new type of 
humanity, — the Kelt at his best. He will domi¬ 
nate America. He will be the American. And 
his church •— with the Italian element thrown 
clean out of it, and its Pope living, say, in Balti¬ 
more or Georgetown — will be the Church of 
America.*' 

Let us have some more lager at once,” put in 
Celia. I'his revolution can’t be hurried forward 
too rapidly,” 

llieron could not feel sure Itow much of the 
priest’s <liscourse was in jest, how much in earnest. 
‘VCt seems to me,” he said, ^Hhat as things are 
going, it doesn’t look much as if the America of 
the future will trouldc itself about any kind of a 
clmrch. The march of science must very soon 
produce a universal scepticism. It is in the 
nature of human progress. What all intelligent 
men recognise to-day, the masses must surely 
come to see in time.” 

Father Forbes hmghed outright this time. My 
clear Mr. Ware,” he said, as they touched glasses 
again, and sipped the fresh beer that had been 
brought them, of all our fictions there is none 
so utterly baseless and empty as this idea that 
humanity progresses, d’he savage’s natural im- 
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pression is that the world he sees about him was 
made for him, and that the rest of the universe is 
subordinated to him and his world, and that all 
the spirits and demons and gods occupy tlunn- 
selves exclusively with him and his aflliirs. 'fhat 
idea was the basis of every pagan religion, and it 
is the basis of the Christian religion, simply be¬ 
cause it is the foundation of human nature. 'Fliat 
foundation is just as firm and unshaken to^lay as it 
was in the Stone Age. It will always remain, and 
upon it will always be built some kind of a reli¬ 
gious superstructure. 'Intelligent men/ as you call 
them, really have very little influence, even when 
they all pull one way. The people as a whole 
soon get tired of them. They give too much 
trouble. The most powerful forc'cs in human 
nature are self-protection and inertia. 'Hu* mid¬ 
dle-aged man has found out that t]u‘ ('hi<‘f wisdom 
in life is to bend to the pressurt's aliout him, to 
shut up and do as others do. Even when he 
thinks he has rid his own mind of superstitions, 
he sees that he will best enjoy a [icaceful life by 
leaving other peoples’ ^superstitions alone. That 
is always the ultimate view of the crowd.” 

" But I don’t see,” observed 'riieron, granting 
that all this is true, how you think the Catholic 
Church will come out on top, I could uiuU*r- 
stand it of Unitarianism, or IJniversalism, or the 
Episcopal (/mirch, where nol)ody seems to have to 
believe particularly in anything except the beauty 
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of its burial service, but I should think the very 
rigidity of the Catholic creed would make it im- 
possibk'. '['here everything is hard and fast; 
nothing is clastic; there is no room for compro¬ 
mise.” 

I'htJ Church is always compromising,” ex¬ 
plained the priest, only it does it so slowly that no 
one man lives long enough to quite catch it at the 
trick. No; the great secret of the Catholic Church 
is that it does n’t debate with sceptics. No matter 
what points you make against it, it is never be¬ 
trayed into answering back. It simply says these 
things are sacred mysteries, which you are quite 
free to accept and be saved, or reject and be 
damned, 'rhere is something intelligible and fine 
about an attitude like that. When people have 
grown tired of their absurd and fruitless wrangling 
over texts and creeds which, hunmnly speaking, 
are all barbaric nonscn.se, they will come back to 
rcpt>He pleasantly under the Catholic roof, in that 
restful house where things are taken for granted, 
'i'luu'c the manners are charming, the service 
excellent, the decoration and upholstery most 
acca‘ptahle to the eye, and the music ” — he made 
a little mock bow here to Celia—^'the music at 
least is divine. 'riu;rc you have nothing to do 
but be agreeable, and avoid scandal, and observe 
the convenances. You are no more expected to 
express doubts about the Immaculate Conception 
than you are to ask the lady whom you take down 
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to dinner how old she is. Now that is, us I have 
said, an intelligent and rational church tor people 
to have. As the lush civili/.e themselves, — you 
observe them diligently engaged in the proces.s 
down below there,—and the social roughness of 
their church becomes softened and aineliurated, 
Americans will inevitably be attractc<i toward it. 
In the end, it will embrace them all, and be 
modified by them, and in turn inlluence their 
development, till you will have a new nation 
and a new national church, each representative 
of the other.” 

And all this is to be done by lager beer I ” 
Theron ventured to comment, jokingly. Me was 
conscious of a novel perspiration around the bridge 
of his nose, which was obviously another efiect of 
the drink. 

The priest passed the pleasantry by. ** Ntg” 
he said seriously; what you nuist see is that 
there must always be a church. If tine di<l not 
exist, it would be necessary to invent it. It is 
needed, first and foremost, as a |)olicc forct*. It 
is needed, secondly, so to speak, as a fire insur¬ 
ance. It provides the most even temperature and 
pure atmosphere for the growth of young <'hiklren. 
It furnishes the best obtainable sum’al maehinery 
for marrying off one’s daughters, getting to know 
the right |H*ople, patching uj) <pmrrels, and so on. 
The |>rieslhood earn their s;daries us the agemts 
for these valuable social arrangements. Their 
362 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


theology is thrown in as a sort of intellectual 
diversion, like the ritual of a benevolent organiza¬ 
tion. There are son\e who get excited about this 
part of it, just as one hears of Free-Masons who 
l)elieve that the sun rises and sets to exemplify 
their ceremonies. Others take their duties more 
(piictly, and, understanding just what it all amounts 
to, UKike the best of it, like you and me.” 

I'heron assented to the philosophy and the 
compliuient by a grave bow. Yes, that is the 
iilca, — to make the best of it,” he said, and 
fast(‘ued his regard boldly this time upon the 
swings. 

\Vc w(‘re both ordained by our bishops,” 
continued the priest, at an age when those 
worthy old gentlemen would not have trusted our 
combined wisdom to buy a horse for them.” 

And I was married,” broke in Theron, with 
an (‘agcrncss almost vehement, when I had only 
just been ordained I At the worst, y(?u had only 
the Cduirt’h fastened upon your l)ack, before you 
were old enough to know what you wanted. It is 
easy enough to make the best of that; but it is 
diflerent with me.” 

A marked silence followed this outburst. The 
Rev. Mr. Wkirc had never s[)oken of his marriage 
to eitlier of these friends l)efore; and something 
in tlunr manner seemed to suggest that they did 
not find the subject inviting, now that it had been 
broached. He himself was filhul with a desire to 
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say more about it. lie bail never clearly reali/.cd 
before what a genuine grievaiu'e it was. dlie 
moisture at the top of his r.ose merged itself into 
tears in the corners of his eyes, as the cruel enor¬ 
mity of the sacrifice he had made in his youth rose 
before him. His whole life had been fettered and 
darkened by it. He turned his gaze from tlie 
swings toward Celia, to claim the S 3 'mpathy he 
knew she would feel for him. 

But Celia was otherwise engaged. A \'oung 
man had conic uptoher, — a tall and extremely 
thin young man, soberly dressed, and with a long, 
gaunt, hollow-eyed face, the skin of whi<*h seemed 
at once florid and pale. He had sandy hair and 
the rough hands of a workman; but he was siuaik- 
ing to Miss Madden in the confidential toiU‘S of 
an equal. 

‘‘I can do nothing at all with him,” this new¬ 
comer sai<l to her. ‘'He’ll not he said liy me. 
Perhaps he’d listen to you!” 

"It’s likely I’ll go down there!” said Celia. 
" lie may do what he likes for all me ! 'lake 
my advice, Michael, and just go your way, and 
leave him to himself. l'h<Tt* wms a tinu* wluai I 
would have taken out my eyes for him, hut it was 
love wasted and thrown «iway. AfttT the warnings 
he’s had, if he bring trouble on himself, let 
ns make it no afPiir of ours.” 

Theron ha<I found himself exchanging glan<*es 
of inquiry with this young man. " Mr. Ware,” 
3<'4 





THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


said Celia, here, let me introduce you to my 
brother Michael, — my full brother.” 

*Mr. Ware remembered him now, and began, 
in response to the other’s formal bow, to say some¬ 
thing al)out their having met in the dark, inside 
tile church. Ikit Celia held up her hand. I’m 
afraid, Mr. Ware,” she said hurriedly, ‘Mhat you 
arc in for a glimpse of the family skeleton. I will 
apologize for the inlliction in advance.” 

Wonderingly, I'heron followed her look, and saw 
anotlier young man who had come up the path 
from the ('rowd below, and was close upon them. 
The minister rcc'ogni/.cd in him a figure which had 
secuunl to l)e the centre of almost every group 
about the bar that he had studied in detail. He 
was a small, daiiper, elegantly attired youth, with 
dark hair, and the handstiuKg regularly carved face 
of an actor. He advanced with a smiling counte- 
nanttc and unsteady step, —his silk hat thrust back 
upon his head, his frixdc-coat and vest unbuttoned, 
and his iu‘ckwear disarranged,»—and saluted the 
company witli amiability. 

** I saw you up here, Father Forbes,” he said, 
with a thickened and erratic utterance. Why n’t 
you come down and join us? I’m setting ’em up 
for everyliody. You got to take care of the boys, 
you know. I ’ll blow in the last cent I’ve got in 
the worltl for tlic boys, every time, and they know 
it. 'I'liey’re solitler for rnc than they ever were 
for anybody. I'hat’s how it is. If you stand by 
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the boys, the boys ’ll stand by you. I’m going 
to the Assembly for this district, and they ain’t 
nobody can stop me. 'I'hc boys arc just ivd hot 
for me. Wish you ’cl come down, Father Forbes, 
and address a few words to the meeting, — just 
mention that I’m a candidate, and say I hn bound 
to win, hands down. I'hat ’ll make you solid with 
the boys, and we ’ll be all good fellows together. 
Come on down ! ” 

The priest affably disengaged liis arm from tlu* 
clutch which the speaker had laid upon it, and 
shook his head in gentle dejirecation. No, no ; 
you must excuse me, 'rheodore,” he said. We 
mustn’t meddle in politics, you know.” 

Politics be damned 1 ” urged Theodore, grab¬ 
bing the priest’s other arm, and tugging at it 
stoutly to pull him down the path. I say, 
boys 1” he shouted to those below, ‘Micro’s Father 
Forbes, and he’s going to come down and address 
the meeting. Come on, Father 1 (kune down, 
and have a drink with the boys 1 ” 

It was Celia who sharply [mlled his hand away 
from the priest’s arm tliis time. “Co away with 
you ! ” .she .snafipetl in low, angry tones at the 
intruder. “You should be ashamed of ytuirself! 
If you can’t keep sober your.self, you can at least 
keep your hands off the priest. I should think 
you’d have more decxmc'y, when you ’re in sm'h a 
state as this, than to come wliere I am. If you ’ve 
no respect for yourself, you might have that much 
respect for me 1 And before strangers, too 1 ” 
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^'Oh, I mustn’t come where you are, eh?” 
remarked the peccant Theodore, straightening 
himself with an elaborate effort. You Ve bought 
these wool Is, have you? I’ve got a hundred 
friends here, all the same, for every one you ’ll 
ever have in your life. Red-head, and don’t you 
forget it.” 

do anti spend your money with them, then, and 
don’t come insulting decent people,” said Celia. 

Before strangers, too 1 ” the young man called 
out, with beery sarcasm. Oh, we ’ll take care of 
the strangers all right.” He had not seemed to 
be aware of Tlieron’s presence, much less his 
iilcntity, btdt)re ; but he turned to him now with a 
knowing grin. I’m running for the Assembly, 
Mr. Ware,” he said, speaking loudly and with 
deliberate effort to avoid the drunken elisions and 
comminglings to which his speech tended, ‘‘and I 
want you to fix up the Methodists solid for me. 
1 ’in going to drive over to the camp-meeting 
to»niglit, me and some of the boys in a barouche, 
and I ’ll put a twenty-dollar bill on their plate. 
Here it is now, if you want to see it.” 

As the young man began fumbling in a 
vest»pc)(‘kct, Theron gathered his wits together. 
“ You’d better not go tliis evening,” he said, as 
convincingly as he knew how; “because the gates 
will be dosed very early, and the Saturday-evening 
services are of a particularly special nature, quite 
reserved for those living on the grounds.” 
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Rats Isaid Theodore, raising his head, and 
abandoning the search for the bill. Why doiKt 
you speak out like a man, and say you think I’m 
too drunk?” 

I don’t think that is a question which nee<l 
arise between us, Mr. Madden^” murmured 1 ‘hcrun, 
confusedly. 

Oh, don’t you make any mistake ! A Iiell of 
a lot of questions arise between us, Mr. Ware,” 
cried Theodore, with a sudtien ac.cessii)u of vigor 
in tone and mien, “And one of ’em is —go away 
from me, Michael!—one of’em is, I .say, why 
don’t you leave our girls alone? ^Fhey’ve got 
their own priests to make fools of themselves over, 
without any sneak of a Protestant parson coming 
meddling round them. You ’re a married man 
into the bargain; and you ha* got in your liouse 
this minute a piano tiuit my sister bought and jkiuI 
for. Oh, I’ve seen the entry iii 'Thurston’s books 1 
You have the cheek to talk to me about lieing 
drunk — why — ” 

'These remarks were never concludt‘d, for luither 
Forbes here clapped a hand abruptly cjver tlu* 
offending mouth, and thing his free arm in a tight 
grip around the young man’s waist. *'(’omc with 
me, Michael! ” he said, and the two men led the 
reluctant and resisting 'Theodore at a .sliarp pace 
ofT into the woods. 

llieron and C’clia stood and watdual them dis¬ 
appear among the undergrowth. “ It’s the dirty 
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Foley blootl that’s in him,” he heard her say, as 
if between clenched teeth. 

The giifs big brown eyes, when Theron looked 
into them again, were still fixed upon the screen 
ot foliage, and dilated like those of a Medusa 
mask. 'The blood had gone away, and left the 
fair flee and neck as white, it seemed to him, as 
marble. Even her lii^s, fiercely bitten together, 
nppeai’ed colorless. I'he picture of consuming 
and [lowerless rage which she presented, and the 
shuddering tremor which ran over her form, as 
visible as the quivering track of a gust of wind 
across a pond, awed and frightened him. 

I'endmuess toward her helpless state came too, 
and uppermost. Ili‘ ilrew luu’ arm into his, and 
turned their backs upon the pimiu'. scene. 

** I.et us walk a little up the path into the 
woods,” he said, and get away from all this.” 

**'rhc further away the better,” she answered 
bitttuly, aiul he felt the shiver run through her 
again as she spoke. 

'ITie nuaho(li<'al waltz-music from that unseen 
(lancing platform rose again above all other sounds. 
I'hey moved up the woodland path, their steps in¬ 
sensibly filling into the rhythm of its strains, and 
vanished from sight among the trees. 
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CHAPTER XXIV 


Theron and Celia walked in silence for some 
minutes, until the noises of the throng they had 
left behind were lost. The path they followed 
had grown indefinite among the grass and creepers 
of the forest carpet; now it seemed to end alto¬ 
gether in a little copse of young birches, the deli¬ 
cately graceful stems of which were clustere<l about 
a parent stump, long since decayed and overgnnvn 
with lichens and layers of thick moss. 

As the two paused, the girl suddenly sank iijh)!! 
her knees, then threw herself face forward uixjn 
the soft green bank which had formed itself above 
the roots of the ancient mother-tree. Her <‘om- 
panion looked down in i)aincd amazement at what 
he saw. Her body sliouk with the violence of 
recurring sobs, or rather gasps of wrath and grief. 
Her hands, with stiffened, claw-like fingers, dug 
into the moss and tangle of tiny vin<‘S, and tore 
them by the roots, d'he half-stithui sounds of 
weeping that arose from where her fa(a‘ grovelled 
in the leaves were terrible U) his ears, lie knew 
not what to say or do, but gazed in resour<'eless 
suspense at the strange figure she made. U 
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seemed a cruelly long time that she lay there, 
almost at his feet, struggling fiercely with the 
fury that was in her. 

All at once the paroxysms passed away, the 
sounds of wild weeping ceased. Celia sat up, and 
with her handkerchief wiped the tears and leafy 
fragments from her foce. ■ She rearranged her hat 
and the braids of her hair with swift, instinctive 
totiches, bmshed the woodland debris from her 
front, and sprang to her feet. 

'* !’m all right now,” she said briskly. There 
was palpable effort in her light tone, and in the 
stormy sort of smile which she forced upon her 
blotclual and perturbed countenance, but they 
were only too welcome to 'rheron’s anxious mood. 

**l'hank (Jod ! ” ho blurted out, all radiant with 
relief. 'M feared you were going to have a fit — 
or Hometliing.” 

Celia laughed, a little artificially at first, then 
with a genuine surrender to the comic side of his 
visible fright. I'hc mirth came back into the 
brown depths of her eyes again, and her face 
cleared itself of tear-stains and the marks of agi¬ 
tation. I am a nice quiet party for a Methodist 
minister to go walking in the woods with, am I 
not?” she cried, shaking her skirts and smiling 
at him. 

am not a Methodist minister — please!” 
answered Therun, — ^^at least not to-day, — and 
here—-with you! I am just a man, — nothing 
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more, — a man who has escaped from lifelong 
imprisonment, and feels for the first time what it 
is to be free 1 ” 

^^Ah, my friend,” Celia said, shaking her head 
slowly, I afraid you deceive yourself. You 
are not by any means free. You are only look¬ 
ing out of the window of your prison, as you call 
it. The doors are locked, just the same.” 

I will smash them ! ” he declared, with con¬ 
fidence. ‘^Or for that matter, I have smashed 
them, — battered them to pieces. You don’t re¬ 
alize what progress I have made, what changes 
there have been in me since that night, — you 
remember that wonderful night! I am quite 
another being, I assure you ! And really it dates 
from way beyond that, — why, from the very first 
evening, when I came to you in the church. The 
window in Father Forbes’ room was open, and I 
stood by it listening to the music next door, and 
I could just faintly see on the dark window across 
the alley-way a stained-glass picture of a woman. 
I suppose it was the Virgin Mary. She had hair 
like yours, and your face, too; and that is why I 
went into the church and found you. Yes, that 
is why.” 

Celia regarded him with gravity. ^^You will 
get yourself into great trouble, my friend,” she said. 

'^That’s where you’re wrong,” put in Theron. 

Not that I’d mind any trouble in this wide 
world, so long as you called me ^ my friend,’ but 
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I ’m not going to get into any at all. I know a 
trick worth two of that. I ’ve learned to be a 
showman. I can preach now far better than I 
used to, and I can get through my work in half 
the time, and keep on the right side of my people, 
and get along with perfect smoothness. I was too 
green before. I took the thing seriously, and I 
let every mean-fisted curmudgeon and crazy fan¬ 
atic worry me, and keep me on pins and needles. 
I don’t do that any more. I Ve taken a new 
measure of life. I see now what life is really 
worth, and I ’m going to have my share of it. 
Why should I deliberately deny myself ail possible 
happiness for the rest of my days, simply because 
I made a fool of myself when I was in my teens? 
Other men are not eternally punished like that, 
for what they did as boys, and I won’t submit to 
it either. I will be as free to enjoy myself as — 
as Father Forbes.” 

Celia smiled softly, and shook her head again. 
“ Poor man, to call him free ! ” she said : '^why, 
he is bound hand and foot. You don’t in the 
least realize how he is hedged about, the work he 
has to do, the thousand suspicious eyes that watch 
his every movement, eager to bring the Bishop 
down upon him. And then think of his sacrifice, 
— the great sacrifice of all, — to never know what 
love means, to forswear his manhood, to live a 
forlorn, celibate life —you have no idea how sadly 
that appeals to a woman.” 
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Let us sit down here for a little/’ said Theron; 
‘‘ we seem at the end of the path.” She seated 
herself on the root-based mound, and he reclined 
at her side, with an arm carelessly extended 
behind her on the moss. 

I can see what you mean,” he went on, after 
a pause. But to me, do you know, there is an 
enormous fascination in celibacy. You forget that 
I know the reverse of the medal. I know how the 
mind can be cramped, the nerves harassed, the 
ambitions spoiled and rotted, the whole existence 
darkened and belittled, by — by the other thing. I 
have never talked to you before about my marriage.” 

I don’t think we’d better talk about it now,” 
observed Celia. There must be many more 
amusing topics.” 

He missed the spirit of her remark. “You are 
right,” he said slowly. “ It is too sad a thing to 
talk about. But there ! it is my lead, and I bear 
it, and there’s nothing more to be said.” 

Theron drew a heavy sigh, and let his fingers 
toy abstractedly with a ribbon on the outer edge 
of Celia’s penumbra of apparel. 

“No,” she said. “We must n’t snivel, and we 
must n’t sulk. When I get into a rage it makes 
me ill, and I storm my way through it and tear 
things, but it does n’t last long, and I come out of 
it feeling all the better. I don’t know that I ’ve 
ever seen your wife. I suppose she has n’t got red 
hair?” 
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I think it’s a kind of light brown,” answered 
Theron, with an effect of exerting his memory. 

'' It seems that you only take notice of hair in 
stained-glass windows,” was Celia’s comment. 

Oh-h ! ” he murmured reproachfully, as 
if — as if— but I won’t say what I was going to.” 

‘'That’s not fair 1 ” she said. The little touch 
of whimsical mockery which she gave to the 
serious declaration was delicious to him. “You 
have me at such a disadvantage 1 Here am I rat¬ 
tling out whatever comes into my head, exposing 
all my lightest emotions, and laying bare my very 
heart in candor, and you meditate, you turn things 
over cautiously in your mind, like a second Machia- 
velli. I grow afraid of you; you are so subtle 
and mysterious in your reserves.” 

Theron gave a tug at the ribbon, to show the 
joy he had in her delicate chaff, “ No, it is you 
who arc secretive,” he said. “ You never told me 
about — about the piano.” 

'I'hc; word was out I A minute before it had 
seemed incredible to him that he should ever have 
the courage to utter it — but here it was. He 
laid firm hold upon the ribbon, which it appeared 
hung from her waist, and drew himself a trifle 
nearer to her. “ I could never have consented to 
take it, I’m afraid,” he went on in a low voice, 
“if I had known. And even as it is, I fear it 
won’t be possible.” 

“What are you afraid of?” asked Celia. “Why 
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shouldn’t you take it? People in your profession 
never do get anything unless it’s given to them, 
do they? I’ve always understood it was like that. 
I’ve often read of donation parties —• that’s what 
they’re called, isn’t it? — where everyluuly is 
supposed to bring some gift to the minister. 
Veiy well, then, I’ve simply had a donation party 
of my own, that’s all. Unless you mean that my 
being a Catholic makes a differt^nce. 1 had 
supposed you were quite free from that kind of 
prejudice.” 

So I am ! Ikdieve me, I am ! ” urged I’heron. 

When I’m with you, it seems impossible to 
realize that there are ])eople so narrow and con¬ 
tracted in their natures as to take account of su<*h 
things. It is another atmosi>here that I breathe 
near you. Plow could you imagine that sucli a 
thought—about our diffcrenc'c oi' creed-wuuld 
enter my head? In fart,” he <-omdudctl witli a 
nervous half-laugh, tluue is n’t any suc h differ¬ 
ence. Whatever your ndigion is, it’s mine* too. 
You remember — you adojHed me as a Creek.” 

*n)id I?” .she rejoined. ‘‘MVrll, if that's the 
case, it leaves you without a leg to stand on. I 
challenge you to find any iristanc'c' where a Creek 
made any difficulties al>aut ae<*epting a piancj 
from a friend. Hut seriously — while wt* are talk¬ 
ing about it — you iutroduc-ed the subjec t: I 
didn't—I might as well explain to yon that 1 
had no sudi intention, when I pirkerd t\m instru- 
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ment out. It was later, when I was talking to 
Thurston's people about the price, that the whim 
seized me. Now it is the one fixed rule of my 
life to obey my whims. Whatever occurs to me 
as a possibly pleasant thing to do, straight like a 
flash, I go and do it. It is the only way that a 
person with means, with plenty of money, can 
preserve any freshness of character. If they stop 
to think what it would be prudent to do, they get 
crusted over immediately. That is the curse of 
rich people, — they teach themselves to distrust 
and restrain every impulse toward unusual actions. 
'Fhey get to feel that it is more necessary for 
them to be cautious and conventional, than it is 
for others. I would rather work at a wash-tub 
than occupy that attitude toward my bank account. 
I fight against any sign of it that I detect rising 
in my mind. The instant a wish occurs to me, I 
rush to gratify it. That is my theory of life. 
I'hat accounts for the piano; and I don't see that 
you’ve anything to say about it at all.” 

It seemed very convincing, this theory of life. 
Somehow, the thought of Miss Madden’s riches 
had never before assumed prominence in Theron’s 
mintl. Of course her father was very wealthy, but 
it had not occurred to him that the daughter’s 
emancipation might run to the length of a personal 
fortune, lie knew so little of rich people and 
their ways ! 

He lifted his head, and looked up at Celia 
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with an awakened humility and awe in his glance. 
The glamour of a separate banking-account shone 
upon her. Where the soft woodland light played 
in among the strands of her disordered hair, he 
saw the veritable gleam of gold. A mysterious 
new suggestion of power blended itself with the 
beauty of her face, was exhaled in the faint per¬ 
fume of her garments. He maintained a timorous 
hold upon the ribbon, wondering at his hardihood 
in touching it, or being near her at all. 

‘^What surprises me,” he heard himself saying, 
is that you are contented to stay in Octavius. 
I should think that you would travel — go abroad 
— see the beautiful things of the world, surround 
yourself with the luxuries of big cities, — and that 
sort of thing.” 

Celia regarded the forest prospect straight in 
front of her with a pensive gaze. Sometime — 
no doubt I will sometime,” she said abstractedly. 

One reads so much nowadays,” he went on, 
of American heiresses going to Europe and 
marrying dukes and noblemen. I suppose you 
will do that too. Princes would fight one another 
iox you P 

The least touch of a smile softened for an 
instant the impassivity of her countenance. Then 
she stared harder than ever at the vague, leafy 
distance. ^^That is the old-fashioned idea,” she 
said, in a musing tone, that women must belong 
to somebody, as if they were curios, or statues, or 
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race-horses. You don’t understand, my friend, 
that I have a different view. I am myself, and I 
belong to myself, exactly as much as any man. 
The notion that any other human being could 
conceivably obtain the slightest property rights in 
me is as preposterous, as ridiculous, as — what 
shall I say ? — as the notion of your being taken 
out with a chain on your neck and sold by auction 
as a slave, down on the canal bridge. I should 
be ashamed to be alive for another day, if any 
other thought were possible to me.” 

‘^'rhat is not the generally accepted view, I 
should think,” filtered Theron. 

No more is it the accepted view that young 
married Methodist ministers should sit out alone 
in the woods with red-headed Irish girls. No, 
my friend, let us find what the generally accepted 
views are, and as fist as we fnd them set our 
heels on them. There is no other way to live 
like real human beings. What on earth is it to 
me that other women crawl about on all-fours, 
ami fawn like dogs on any hand that will buckle 
a collar onto them, and toss them the leavings 
of the table ? I am not related to them. I have 
nothing to do with them. They cannot make any 
rules for me. If pride and dignity and independ¬ 
ence are dead in them, why, so much the worse 
for them I It is no affair of mine. Certainly it is 
no reason why I should get down and grovel also. 
No; I at least stand erect on my legs.” 
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Mr. Ware sat up, and stared coatusedly, with 
round eyes and partcil at his c'ompauion. 
Instinctively his brain dragged forth to the surface 
those epithets which the du('tor hatl hurled in 
bitter contempt at her, — nuid ass, a mere buiulle 
of egotism, ignorance, and retl-headed lewduess.’* 
The words rose in their order on his memory, 
hard and sharp-edged, like arruw-heails. But to 
sit there, quite at her side ; to breathe the same 
air, and behold the calm loveliness of lier profile ; 
to touch the ribbon of iier dress, —and all the 
while to hold these poisoned darts of abuse levelled 
in tlu)ught at her breast, — it was monstrous. He 
could have killed the doctor at that moment. 
With an effort, he drove the foul things from his 
mind, — scattered them back into tlie darkness. 
He felt that he had grown pale, and wondered 
if she had heard the groan that seemed to have 
been forced from him in tlie struggle. (Jr was 
the groan itnaginary ? 

Celia continued to sit unmoved, cumpose<lly 
looking upon vacancy, d'heroii’.s eyes sear<*hed her 
face in vain for any sign of ('onstnousne.ss that she 
hatl astounded and bewilderetl ium. She tlitl not 
seem to be thinking of him at all. The prtnuicalm 
of her thoughtful e.ountenanee suggestetl instead 
occupation with lofty and remote abstrai^titnis aiul 
noble ideals. Contemplating her, he sutldenly 
perceived that what she IkuI been saying was great, 
wonderful, magnificent. An involuntary thrill ran 
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through his veins at recollection of her words. 
His fancy likened it to the sensation he used to 
feel as a youth, when the Fourth of July reader 
bawled forth that opening clause : When, in the 
course of human events, it becomes necessary,’’ etc. 
It was nothing less than another Declaration of 
Independence he had been listening to. 

He sank again recumbent at her side, and 
stretched the arm behind her, nearer than before. 

Apparently, then, you will never marry.” His 
voice trembled a little. 

Most certainly not 1 ” said Celia. 

You spoke so feelingly a little while ago,” he 
ventured along, with hesitation, about how sadly 
the notion of a. priest’s sacrificing himself — never 
knowing what love meant — appealed to a woman. 
I should think that the idea of sacrificing herself 
would seem to her even sadder still.” 

I don’t remember that we mentioned ihat^' 
she replied, How do you mean, — sacrificing 
herself?” 

'riieron gathered some of the outlying folds of 
her dress in his hand, and boldly patted and 
caressed them, ^^You, so beautiful and so free, 
with such fine talents and abilities,” he murmured; 

you, who could have the whole world at your 
feet,— are you, too, never going to know what 
love means? Do you call that no sacrifice? To 
me it is the most terrible that my imagination can 
conceive.” 
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Celia laughed, —a gentle, amused little laugh, in 
which llieron’s ears traced elements of teiuleruess. 
^"Vou must regulate that imagination of yiuirs,” 
she said playfully. It conceives the thing that is 
not. Pray, when” —and here, turning her head, 
she bent down upon his fa<x‘ a gaxe of andi 
mock-seriousness — pray, when ditl I describe 
myself in these terms? When did I say that I 
should never know what love meant?” 

For answer Theron laitl his head down upon his 
arm, and closed his eyes, and held his face against 
the draperies encircling her. ** I cannot think ! ” 
he groaned. 

llie thing that came uppermost in his mintl, as 
it swayed and rocked in tlie tempest of emotiiui, 
was the strange reminiscence of early childhood in 
it all It was like being a little boy again, nestling 
in an innocent, untlunkiug transport of affeetiun 
against his mother’s skirts. 'Piu' tears he felt sc:akb 
ing his eyes were the spontaneous, unashatncil 
tears of a child ,* the tremulous and extpusite 
joy which spread, wave-like, over him, at onee 
reposeful and yearning, was full of infintile purity 
and sweetness. lie had not <'omprehended at all 
before what wcllsprings of spiritual beauty, what 
limpid depths of idealism, his nature contained. 

We were s|)eaking of our respective religious,” 
he heanl Celia say, as imperturba!)ly as if there 
had been no digression worth mentioning. 

“Yes,” he assented, and moved his head so that 
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he looked up at her back hair, and the leaves high 
above, mottled against the sky. The wish to lie 
there, where now he could just catch the rose-leaf 
line of her under-chin as well, was very strong upon 
him. '^Yes?” he repeated. 

cannot talk to you like that,’’ she said; 
and he sat up again shamefacedly. 

Yes — I think we were speaking of religions — 
some time ago,” he faltered, to relieve the situa¬ 
tion. The dreadful thought that she might be 
annoyed began to oppress him. 

Well, you said whatever my religion was, it was 
yours too. That entitles you at least to be told 
what the religion is. Now, I am a Catholic.” 

Theron, much mystified, nodded his head. Could 
it be possible, — was there coming a deliberate 
suggestion that he should become a convert? 
« Yes — I know,” he murmured. 

Hut I should explain that I am only a Catholic 
in the sense that its symbolism is pleasant to me. 
You remember what Schopenhauer said, — you 
cannot have the water by itself: you must also 
have the jug that it is in. Very well; the Catholic 
religion is my jug. I put into it the things I like. 
They were all there long ago, tliousands of years 
ago. The Jews threw them out; we will put them 
back again. We will restore art and poetry and 
the love of beauty, and the gentle, spiritual, soulful 
life. The Creeks had it; and Christianity would 
have had it too, if it hadn’t been for those brutes 
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they call the Fathers. They loved ugliness and 
dirt and the thought of hclldlre. I'hev iuUc<I 
women. In all the earlier stages of the C'hurch, 
women were very prominent in it. Jesus himself 
appreciated women, and delighted to luive them 
about him, and talk with them anil listen to them. 
That was the very e.ssence of the (Ireek spirit; 
and it breathed into C'hristianity at its birth a, 
sweetness and a grace which twenty generations 
of cranks and savages like Paul and Jerome and 
Tertullian weren’t able to extinguish. But the 
very man, Cyril, who killed Hypatia, and thus 
began the dark ages, unwittingly did another thing 
which makes one almost forgive him. d o please! 
the Fgyi)tians, he secured the (Church’s acceptance 
of the adoration of the Virgin. It is that idea 
which has kept the Creek spirit alive, and gnnvn 
and grown, till at last it will rule tiic wuiFi. It 
was only epileptic Jews who eoukl imagine a 
religion without sex in it.” 

** I remember the pictures of the Virgin in your 
room,” said 'Pheron, feeling mure liimsidf again, 
wondered ifthey<[uite went witii tiie statues.” 
d'he remark won a smile from C'elia’s lips. 

They get along together better than you sup=« 
pose,” she answered, ^Mieskics, tlu'v are not all 
pictures of Mary. One of tlieiu, standing on tlie 
moon, is of Isis with the infant Monm in her arms. 
Another might as well be Mahamie, beating the 
miraculously born Buddha, or Olympias with her 
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child Alexander, or even Perictione holding her 
babe Plato, — all these were similar cases, you 
know. Almost every religion had its Immaculate 
Conception. What does it all come to, except to 
show us that man turns naturally toward the worship 
of the maternal idea? That is the deepest of all 
our instincts, — love of woman, who is at once 
daughter and wife and mother. It is that that 
makes the world go round.” 

Brave thoughts shaped themselves in Theron’s 
mind, and shone forth in a confident yet wistful 
smile on his face. 

It is a pity you cannot change estates with me 
for one minute,” he said, in steady, low tones. 

Then you would realize the tremendous truth of 
what you have been saying. It is only your intel¬ 
lect that has reached out and grasped the idea. 
If you were in my place, you would discover that 
your heart was bursting with it as well.” 

('elia turned and looked at him. 

‘‘ I myself,” he went on, would not have known, 
half an hour ago, what you meant by the worship 
of the maternal idea. I am much older than you. 
I am a strong, mature man. But when I lay down 
there, and shut my eyes, —because the charm and 
marvel of this whole experience had for the mo¬ 
ment overcome me, — the strangest sensation 
.seized upon me. It was absolutely as if I were a 
boy again, a good, pure-minded, fond little child, 
and you were the mother that I idolized.” 
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Celia had not taken her eyes from his fiice. I 
find myself liking you better at this moment/^ she 
said, with gravity, than I have ever liked you 
before.” 

Then, as by a sudden impulse, she sprang to her 
feet. Come ! ” she cried, her voice .and maimer 
all vivacity once more, “ we have been here long 
enough.” 

Upon the instant, as 'rheron was more labori¬ 
ously getting u[), it became apparent to them lK)th 
that perhaps they had lieen there too long, 

A boy with a gun under his arm, and two gray 
squirrels tied by the tails slung across his shoulder, 
stood at the entrance to the glade, some dozen 
paces away, regarding them with umiisguised inter¬ 
est. Upon the discovery that lu‘ was in turn oli- 
served, he resumed his interrupted {inigress tlmmgh 
the woods, whistling softly as he went, and van¬ 
ished among the tr(‘c.s. 

Heavens above ! ” groaned 'HuTon, shiuhler- 
ingly. 

'VKnovv him?” he wtmt on, in answer to the 
glance of impiiry on his companituds fact*. I 
should think I tlid ! He spades my mv wife’s 
garden for her. He used to bring our milk. He 

works in the law (dfiee of one of my trustees, .- the 

one who is n’t friendly to me, but is very friemlly 
indeed with my —with Mrs, Ware, Oh, what 
shall I do? It may easily mean my ruin I ” 

Celia looked at him attentively, I'he cokir hatl 
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gone ont of his face, and with it the effect of earn¬ 
estness and mental elevation which, a minute be¬ 
fore, had caught her fancy. ‘'Somehow, I fear 
that I do not like you quite so much just now, my 
friend,” she remarked. 

“ In God’s name, don’t say that 1 ” urged The- 
ron. He raised his voice in agitated entreaty. 
“ You don’t know what these people are, — how they 
would leap at the barest hint of a scandal about 
me. In ray position I am a thousand times more 
defenceless than any woman. Just a single whis¬ 
per, and I am done for 1 ” 

“ Let me point out to you, Mr. Ware,” said 
Celia, slowly, “ that to be seen sitting and talking 
with me, whatever doubts it may raise as to a gen¬ 
tleman’s intellectual condition, need not necessa¬ 
rily blast his social reputation beyond all hope 
whatever.” 

'Theron stared at her, as if he had not grasped 
her moaning. T'hcn he winced visibly under it, 
and put out his hands to implore her. “ Forgive 
me ! Forgive me 1 ” he pleaded. “ I was beside 
myself for the moment with the fright of the thing. 
Oh, say you do forgive me, Celia! ” He made 
haste to sui)port this daring use of her name. “ I 
have been so happy to-day — so deeply, so vastly 
happy — like the little chihl I spoke of — and 
that is so new in my lonely life — that — the sud¬ 
denness of the thing-—it just for the instant un¬ 
strung me. Don’t be too hard on me for it 1 
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And I had hoped, too, — I had had such genuine 
heartfelt pleasure in the thought, — that, an hour 
or two ago, when you were unhappy, perhaps it 
had been some sort of consolation to you that I 
was with you.” 

Celia was looking away. When he took her 
hand she did not withdraw it, but turned and nod¬ 
ded in musing general assent to what he had said. 

Yes, we have both been unstrung, as you call it, 
to-day,” she said, decidedly out of pitch. Let 
each forgive the other, and say no more about it.” 

She took his arm, and they retraced their steps 
along the path, again in silence. The labored 
noise of the orchestra, as it were, returned to meet 
them. They halted at an intersecting footpath. 

I go back to my slavery, — my double bond¬ 
age,” said Theron, letting his voice sink to a sigh. 

But even if I am put on the rack for it, I shall 
have had one day of glory.” 

I think you may kiss me, in memory of that 
one day — or of a few minutes in that day,” said 
Celia. 

Their lips brushed each other in a swift, almost 
perfunctory caress. 

Theron went his way at a hurried pace, the 
sobered tones of her good-bye ” beating upon 
his brain with every measure of the droning waltz- 
music. 
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CHAPTER XXV 

The memory of the kiss abode with Theron. 
Like Aaron’s rod, it swallowed up one by one all 
competing thoughts and recollections, and made 
his brain its slave. 

ICven as he strode back through the woods to 
the camp-meeting, it was the kiss that kept his 
feet in motion, and guided their automatic course. 
All along the watches of the restless night, it was 
the kiss that bore him sweet company, and wan¬ 
dered with him from one broken dream of bliss to 
anotluT. Next day, it was the kiss that made of 
life for him a sort of sunlit wonderland. He 
preached Ids sermon in the morning, and took his 
nppointed part in the other services of afternoon 
and evening, apparently to everybody’s satisfac¬ 
tion : to him it was all a vision. 

When the beautiful full moon rose, this Sunday 
evening, and glorified the clearing and the forest 
with its mellow harvest radiance, he could have 
groaned with the burden of his joy. He went out 
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alone into the li^ht, an<l hareci his heat! to it, ami 
stootl motionless tor a lm\^ time. In ail hi^ lite, 
he had never been impelletl as [unverfuliy ttnvarti 
earnest and soulful thanksgiving. 'Fhe impulse to 
kneel, tltere in the pure, tender nuHtnlie.lit, am! 
lift up offerings of praise to (lud, kept uppermost 
in his miml. Stjuu* formless reservatiiUi is ;4:aii4etl 
him from the aet itself, but llu* spirit tifil hallmvrd 
his mood. He ga/.ed up at the bri»atl luminoiis 
face of the satellite. ** You are tair t hid/' lie 
murmuretl. lers and mine! You me the 
most beautiuii of heavenly m’eatures, as die is of 
the angt'ls on earth. I am speeehless vvitli o-Vi-r- 
enet‘ fa* you both.’^ 

It was lujt until the camp nu’etiug luoke up, 
four days later, and 'rhenm with tl;r re U niuiiied 
to town, that the materialas|H:ets ofuiiat h/a! hap¬ 
pened, ami might be eN.{u i ted to happen, tor* rd 
themselves upon ins mind. I'he lu.s w.is a i luld 
of the forest. 8u hmg as riHUtui remained in llir 
camp, the imagt* of the kiss, which was enshnnetl 
in his heart ami ministered to by .ill In. thourjils, 
continued envi‘li»iunl in a ha/?’ ih' svlvaii no .triv, 
like a dryatl. .^ugsu-stions of it * I^MUtv ami halt' 
ness (Mine to him in the mlors t»f the wsjndlmd. 
at the sight of wild flowers and water lilies. 
When he walked alone in unfamiliar p ul. of the 
forest, he carried aiiout with him the IciH t oiisi iuus 
idea of soiiHuvhere coming iipiiu a "ai.iu/e, hidden 
pool wiiieh mortal eyt* leal reit t»ern tirtore, a 
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deep, sequestered mere of spring-fed waters, walled 
in by rich, tangled growths of verdure, and bear¬ 
ing upon its virgin bosom only the shadows of the 
primeval wilderness, and the light of the eternal 
skies. His fancy dwelt upon some such nook as 
tlie enchanted home of the fairy that possessed his 
soul. The place, though he never found it, be¬ 
came real to him. As he pictured it, there rose 
sometimes from among the lily-pads, stirring the 
translucent depths and fluttering over the water’s 
surflice drops like gems, the wonderful form of a 
woman, with pale leaves wreathed in her luxuriant 
red hair, and a skin which gave forth light. 

With the home-coming to Octavius, his dreams 
began to take more account of realities. In a day 
or two he was wide awake, and thinking hard. 
'I'he kiss was as much as ever the ceaseless com¬ 
panion of his hours, but it no longer insisted upon 
shrouding itself in vines and woodland creepers, or 
oulliniing ilstdf in phosphorescent vagueness against 
mystic backgrounds of nymph-haunted glades. It 
advanced out into the noonday, and assumed 
tangible dimensions and sul)stancc. He saw that 
it was related to the foots of his daily life, and had, 
in turn, altered his own relations to all these 
facts. 

What ought he to do? What could he do? 
Apparently, nothing but wait. He waited for a 
wetk, ™ then for anotlier week. The conclusion 
that the initiative had been left to him began to 
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take shape in his uhntL Vtom tins it seeuual but 
a step to the [Kissionate resolve to art at tjuee. 

Turning the situation over ami <iver in Im 
anxious thoughts, two things sUhhI out in sprrial 
prominence. One was that Celia lovtd liim. 
The other was that tlie buy in Ch>rriugf'*s law 
office, and possibly (Jurringe, anti lueiveu tudy 
knew how many otluTs besides, Iiatl reasons tor 
suspecting this to be true. 

And what about Celia? Side by sale with the 
moving rajiture of thinking ahtuU her as a wtunan, 
there rose the sul)st;uUial satisfartiiUi of etuuem- 
plating her as Miss Madtien. She ha<l ki.sril him, 
an<l slie was very rich. The tilings gratfually 
linked themselves before lus t‘yes. He tiied a 
thousand varying guesses at what she propusrd lu 
do, anti each time rtdueil up ids inuigdtiaiHni by 
the remintltT that slu* was (s.uft'sscMlly a t itaitttre 
of whims, who proposed to du ia*thing, but was 
capalde of all tldugs. 

And as to the buy. If he h td blablietl what he 
saw, it was inf*redi!)ie tliat sumc-bt«dy should m»t 
take the stibjeet up, and i!ii|Kut a seaiidaUm . 
to it, and setnl it rolling like a smiwball to gather 
up exaggeration and foul innuentlo till it was big 
enough to overwhelm him. What w^uld happen 
to him if a formal tdiarge were pr^iVnetl against 
him? He looked it up in the in'.« ipline. C If 
course, if Ids a<*cusers magnified tlieir mean su-a* 
picions and calumnious imaginings t«> tim piiint nf 
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formulating a charge, it would be one of immo¬ 
rality. They could prove nothing; there was noth¬ 
ing to prove. At the worst, it was an indiscretion, 
which would involve his being admonished by his 
Presiding Elder. Or if these narrow bigots con¬ 
fused slanders with proofs, and showed that they 
intended to convict him, then it would be open to 
him to withdraw from the ministry, in advance of 
his condemnation. His relation to the church 
would be the same as if he had been expelled, but 
to the outer world it would be different. And 
sui)posing he did withdraw from the ministry? 

Yes ; this was the important point. What if he 
did abandon this mistaken profession of his ? On 
its mental side the relief would be prodigious, 
unthinkable. But on the practical side, the bread- 
and-butter side? For some days Theron paused 
with a shudder when he reached this question. 
The thought of the plunge into unknown material 
responsibilities gave him a sinking heart. He 
tried to imagine himself lecturing, canvassing for 
books or insurance policies, writing for newspapers 
— and remained frightened. But suddenly one 
day it occurred to him that these qualms and 
forcboilings were sheer folly. Was not Celia 
rich? Would she not with lightning swiftness 
draw forth that check-book, like the flashing sword 
of a champion from its scabbard, and run to his 
relief? Why, of course. It was absurd not to 
have thought of that before. 
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He recalled her momentary anger with him, 
that afternoon in the woods, when he had cried 
out that discovery would mean ruin to him. He 
saw clearly enough now that she had been gricvetl 
at his want of faith in her protection. In his 
hurry of fright, he had lust sight of iht' fata that, 
if exposure and trt)uble came to him, she would 
naturally feel that she luul been the cause of his 
martyrdom. It was plain enoiigh now. If he 
got into hot water, it would be solely on accottnt 
of his having been seen with iicr. He had walketl 
into the wootls with her, ~ *• t!u* further the better** 
had been lier own wortls, — tmi t>f pure kirulliui 
and the desire to lead her away Irotn the s( rtie u( 
her brother’s and her own humiliatuni. i’ui why 
amplify arguments? Her own warm heart would 
tell her, on the instant, lunv he had been saeri’ 
ficed for her sake, an<l woukl hung hc*r, csigcr 
and devoted, to Ids suectir. 

T'hat was all right, tlum. Slowly, from tins point, 
suggestions expandi‘il themselves. Hic hittire 
could be, if he willed it, <jue kmg serem* ttinmpli 
of love, and l«jfty intelltfaiial < <aupanittuaial 
existence softeiuni aiul <‘mi«iicd at vwiy p^im by 
all that weallfi <*uuld ('ommauti, and the mu*tt 
exetuisite tastes suggest, Sluntkl h«‘ will it ! Ah ! 
the (pieslion answered itself. Hut hr could nut 
enter uptm this beckoning hea\am of a fniure 
until he had freed hims^df. When ( elia sai«l Uj 
him, ^^Comc 1 ” he must nut be in the pu;atiiin tu 
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reply, should like to, but unfortunately I am 
tied by the leg/’ He should have to leave Octa¬ 
vius, leave the ministry, leave everything. He 
could not begin too soon to face these contin¬ 
gencies. 

Very likely Celia had not thought it out as far 
as this. With her, it was a mere vague “ some¬ 
time I may.” But the harder masculine sense, 
Theron felt, existed for the very purpose of cor¬ 
recting and giving point to these loose feminine 
notions of time and space. It was for him to 
cU^ar away tl\e ol)stacles, and map the plans out 
with definite decision. 

One warm afternoon, as he lolled in his easy- 
chair under the open window of his study, musing 
upon the ever-shifting phases of this vast, com¬ 
plicated, urgent problem, some chance words from 
the sidewalk in front came to his ears, and, coming, 
remained to clarify his thoughts. 

d'wo ladies whose voices were strange to him 
had stoiiped — as so many people almost daily 
stoppeil —to admire the garden of the parsonage. 
One of them expressed her pleasure in general 
terms. Said the other, — 

My husband declares those dahlias alone 
could n’t be mn.U'Iacd for fifty dollars, and that 
some of those gladiolus must have cost three or 
four dollars apiece. I know we’ve spent simply 
oceans of money on our garden, and it does n’t 
begin to compare with this.” 

39S 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


It seems like a sinful waste to me/’ said her 
companion. 

^^No-o,” the other hesitated. ^^No, I don’t 
think quite that — if you can afford it just as well 
as not. But it does seem to me that I’d rather 
live in a little better house, and not spend it all 
on flowers. Just look at that cactus ! ” 

The voices died away. Theron sat up, with a 
look of arrested thought upon his face, then sprang 
to his feet and moved hurriedly through the parlor 
to an open front window. Peering out with 
caution he saw that the two women receding from 
view were fashionably dressed and evidently came 
from homes of means. He stared after them in 
a blank way until they turned a corner. 

He went into the hall then, put on his frock- 
coat and hat, and stepped out into the garden. 
He was conscious of having rather avoided it 
heretofore, — not altogether without reasons of 
his own, lying unexamined somewhere in the 
recesses of his mind. Now he walked slowly 
about, and examined the flowers with great atten¬ 
tiveness. The season was advancing, and he saw 
that many plants had gone out of bloom. But 
what a magnificent plenitude of blossoms still 
remained 1 

Fifty dollars’ worth of dahlias, — that was what 
the stranger had said. Theron hardly brought 
himself to credit the statement; but all the same 
it was apparent to even his uninformed eye that 
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these huge, imbricated, flowering masses, with 
their extraordinary half-colors, must be unusual. 
He remembered that the boy in Gorringe’s office 
had spoken of just one lot of plants costing thirty- 
one dollars and sixty cents, and there had been 
two other lots as well. The figures remained sur¬ 
prisingly distinct in his memory. It was no good 
deceiving himself any longer: of course these 
were the plants that Gorringe had spent his money 
upon, here all about him. 

As he surveyed them with a sour regard, a cool 
breeze stirred across the garden. The tall, over¬ 
laden tlower-spikes of gladioli bent and nodded 
at him; the hollyhocks and flaming alvias, the 
clustered blossoms on the standard roses, the deli¬ 
cately painted lilies on their stilt-like stems, fluttered 
in the wind, and seemed all bowing satirically to 
him. Yes, l.evi Gorringe paid for us 1 He 
almost heard their mocking declaration. 

Out in the back-yard, where a longer day of 
suusliine dwelt, there were many other llowers, and 
nt)tal)ly a bed of geraniums which literally made 
the eye ache. Standing at this rear corner of the 
house, he caught the droning sound of Alice’s voice, 
humming a hymn to herself as she went about her 
kitchen work. He saw her through the open win¬ 
dow, She was sweeping, and had a sort of cap on 
her liend which did not add to the graces of her ap¬ 
pearance. He looked at her with a hard glance, 
recalling as a fresh grievance the ten days of intolcr- 
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able boredom he had spent cooped np in a ridicu¬ 
lous little tent with her, at the camp-meeting. She 
must have realized at the time how oditius the en¬ 
forced companionship was to him. Yes, beyond 
doubt she did. It came back to him now that they 
had spoken but rarely to each other. She iuid not 
even praised his sermon upon the Sal)bath-<piestk)n, 
winch every one else had been in raptures over. 
For that matter she no lunger praised anythiitg he 
did, and took obvious pains to preserve toward him 
a distant demeanor. So much the belter, he Ivlt 
himself thinking. If site chose to l)ehave in that 
oflisli and uuwiicly fashion, she could blame no one 
but herself for its results. 

She had seen him, and came now t(5 tin* window, 
watering-pot and broom iti hand. Sin- pat her 
head out, to breathe a breath at' du!ah ss air, ami 
began as if she woultl smile on him. 'Then iter 
face cliilled anti stiffenctl, as she <‘aught his Uiok. 

Shall you be home iur supper?*’ she asketl, in 
her iciest tone. 

He had not thought of g‘cmg out befort*. 'The 
(pK*slion, and the maimer of it, gave iiiuiualiate 
urgency to the idea of going somewhere. ** I may 
or I may not/’ lie replied. It is tpiite impossilile 
for me to say.” Me turned on his heel with this, 
and walked briskly out of the yartl aiul dovvu the 
street. 

It was the most natural thing tliat presently he 
should be strolling past the Madden iiouse, and let- 
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ting a covert glance stray over its front and the 
grounds about it, as he loitered along. Every day 
since .his return from the woods he had given the 
fates this chance of bringing Celia to meet him, 
without avail- He had hung about in the vicinity 
of the Catholic church on several evenings as well, 
but to no purpose. The organ inside was dumb, 
and he could detect no signs of Celiacs presence 
on the curtains of the pastorate next door. This 
day, too, there was no one visible at the home of 
the Maddens, and he walked on, a little sadly. It 
was weary work waiting for the signal that never 
came. 

lJut there were compensations. His mind re¬ 
verted doggedly to the flowers in his garden, and 
to Alice’s behavior toward him. They insisted 
upon connecting themselves in his thoughts. Why 
should Levi Corringe, a money-lender, and there¬ 
fore the last man in the world to incur reckless 
expenditure, go and buy perhaps a hundred dollars’ 
worth of flowers for his wife^s garden? It was 
time—high time—to face this question. And 
his experiencing religion afterward, just when Alice 
did, and marching down to the rail to kneel beside 
her, -— that was a thing to be thought of, too. 

MetUtation, it is true, hardly threw fresh light 
u|)0u the matter. It was incredible, of course, 
that there should be anything wrong. To even 
shape a thought of Alice in connection with gal¬ 
lantry would be wholly impossible. Nor could it 
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be said that Gorringe, in his new capacity as a 
professing ('hun'h-raember, had tiis(‘losed any sign 
of ulterior motives, or of insincerity. Yet there the 
flicts were. While T'heron [wondered them, their 
mystery, if they involved a mystery, baflled him 
altogether. Ikit when he had finishet!, lie foinul 
himself all the same convinced that neitluT Ali(‘e 
nor Gorringe would be free to blame him for any¬ 
thing he might do. He had grounds fur complaint 
against them. If he did not himself know just 
what these grounds were, it was certain enuugli 
that they knew. Very well, then, let them take the 
responsibility for what happened. 

It was indeed awkward that at the moment, as 
Theron chanced to emerge temporarily from his 
brown-study, his eyes fell full upon the spare, well- 
knit form of Levi Gorringe himself, standing only 
a few feet away, in the staircase tmtraiua? to his 
law office. I [is lean face, browned by the sumuu*r*s 
exposure, had a more Arabian aspeag than ever. 
His hands were in his pock(‘ls, and he held an 
unlighted cigar between his teetli. He looktal the 
Rev^ Mr. Warti over ealmly, and no<lded re(M»giution. 

I’heron had halt4‘d instiiuaively. On the instant 
he would have givtai a great deal not to have 
stopped at all It was stu|n<l of him to have 
paused, but it would not do now to go on without 
words of some stirt. He moved over to tlu* door^- 
way, and ma<le a halLIiearted pretence of looking 
at the photographs in one of the show-cases at its 
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side. As Mr. Gorringe did not take his hands from 
his pockets, there was no occasion for any formal 
greeting. 

I had no idea that they took such good pictures 
in Octavius,” Theroii remarked after a minute’s 
silence, still bending in examination of the 
photographs. 

They ought to ; they charge New York prices,” 
observed the lawyer, sententiously. 

Theron found in the words confirmation of his 
feeling that Gorringe was not naturally a lavish or 
extravagant man. Rather was he a careful and 
calculating man, who spent money only for a pur¬ 
pose. Though the minister continued gazing at 
the stiff i)resentments of local beauties and swains, 
his eyes seemed to see salinon-hued hollyhocks 
and spotted lilies instead. Suddenly a resolve 
came to him. He stood erect, and faced his 
trustee. 

‘^Sl)eaking of the price of things,” he said, with 
an effort of arrogance in his measured tone, I 
have never had an opportunity before of mention¬ 
ing the sul)ject of the flowers you have so kindly 
furnished for my — for ///y garden.” 

Why mention it now? ” queried Gorringe, with 
nonchalance. He turned his cigar about with a 
movement of his lips, and worked it into the 
corner of his mouth. He did not find it neces¬ 
sary to look at Theron at all. 

Because,” began Mr. Ware, and then hesitated 
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— because —well, it raises a <RU‘stion of my 
being under obligation, which I —'' 

'' Oh, no, sir/’ said the lawyer; [)ut that out 
of your mind. You are no more umler obligatum 
to me than I am to you. Oh, no, make yourself 
easy about that. Neither of us owes the other 
anything,” 

'^Not even good-will,— 1 take that to be your 
meaning,” retorted Theron, with some heat. 

^^The words are yours, sir,” resptuuleil (k>rringe, 
coolly. I do not object to them.” 

you like,” put in the other. If it be so, 
why, tlien all the more reason why i slundd, unticr 
the circumstiinces — ” 

Under what circumstances?” inter[tosed the 
lawyer. Let us be clear about this thing as we 
go along. To what cdrcuinstances do yun refer?” 

lie had turiusl his ey^ss mnv, am! lo(»k(*d ‘riierMU 
in the face. A slight prtUnisitm (»f his lower jaw 
had given the cigar an upwanl tilt mulcr the bku k 
mustache. 

^^'Fhe circumstances are that yi)U have brought 
or sent to my gardeji a great many very expensive 
flower-plants and bushes and so nn.” 

And you ol>ject? I had not supposed that 
clergymen in general —and ytm in parthulir — 
were so senHUive. Have <lnnatii>n j»aaies, then, 
gone out of date?” 

I understand your sneer well enough,” re« 
torted 'riieron, ** but that can pass. The inaitt 
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point is, that you did me the honor to send these 
plants, — or to smuggle them in, — but never once 
deigned to hint to me that you had done so. No 
one told me. Except by mere accident, I should 
not have known to this day where they came 
from.” 

Mr. Gorringe twisted the cigar at another angle, 
with lines of grim amusement about the corner of 
his mouth. I should have thought,” he said with 
dry deliberation, that possibly this fact might 
have raised in your mind the conceivable hypothe¬ 
sis that the plants might not be intended for you 
at all.” 

'‘'Fliat is precisely it, sir,” said Theron. There 
were people passing, and he was forced to keep his 
voice down. It would have been a relief, he felt, 
to shout. That is it, — they were 7iot intended 
for me.” 

‘^Wcll, then, what are you talking about?” 
The lawyer’s speech had become abrupt almost to 
incivility. 

I think my remarks have been perfectly clear,” 
said the minister, with dignity. It was a new 
experience to be addressed in that fashion. It 
occurred to him to add, Please remember that 
I am not in the witness-box, to be bullied or 
insulted by a professional.” 

Gorringe studied Theron’s face attentively with 
a cold, searching scrutiny. You may thank your 
stars you ’rc not 1 ” he said, with significance. 
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What on earth could he mean? The words and 
the menacing tone greatly im})rcssed d'heron. In¬ 
deed, upon rellection, he found that tlu‘y fright¬ 
ened him. The disposition to a<ioj)t a high tmie 
with the lawyer was melting away. 

I do not see,” he began, and then deliberately 
allowed his voice to take on an injured and plain¬ 
tive inflection, — I do not see why you should 
adopt this tone toward me — Brother (lorringe.” 

The lawyer scowled, and bit sharply into die 
cigar, but said nothing. 

If I have uiK'onsciously ofTended you in any 
way/’ 'Fheron went on, ** 1 beg you to tell me how. 
I liked you from the beginnitig of my pasttu’ate 
here, and the thought that latterly we setuued to 
be drifting apart has given me mueli pain. But 
now it is still more distressing to find yi‘U a< tually 
disposed to quarrel with mu*. S’.irt'ly, Ihother 
Gorringe, between a jiastor and a probationer 
who ■— ” 

No,” Gorringe broke in; ^G|uarrel isn’t the 
word for it. I'here isn’t any cptarrel, Mr. Ware.” 
He stepped down from the door*stone to the .side¬ 
walk as he spoke, an<l stood fa<'e to fai'e with 
Theron. Working-men with diancT-paii*:, and 
factory girls, were passing close to tluun, and he 
lower<al his voice to a sliarj), itu*isivf‘ half whisper 
as he added, It would n’t be worth any gnmui 
man’s while to quarrel with so |iaor a creature as 
you are.” 
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Theron stood confounded, with an empty stare 
of bewilderment on his face. It rose in his mind 
that the right thing to feel was rage, righteous 
indignation, fury; but for the life of him, he could 
not muster any manly anger. The character of 
the insult stupefied him. 

I do not know that I have anything to say to 
you in reply,” he remarked, after what seemed to 
him a silence of minutes. His lips framed the 
words automatically, but they expressed well 
enough the blank vacancy of his mind. The 
suggestion that anybody deemed him a ^^poor 
creature ” grew more astounding, incomprehensi¬ 
ble, as it swelled in his brain. 

No, I suppose not,” snapped Gorringe. 

You ’re not the sort to stand up to men; your 
form is to go round the corner and take it out of 
somebody weaker than yourself, — a defenceless 
woman, for instance.” 

Oh — ho 1 ” said Theron. The exclamation 
had uttered itself. The sound of it seemed to 
clarify his muddled thoughts; and as they ranged 
themselves in order, he began to understand. 

Oh — ho ! ” he said again, and nodded his head 
in token of comprehension. 

'Fhe lawyer, chewing his cigar with increased 
activity, glared at him. 'MVhat do you mean?” 
he demanded peremptorily. 

Mean? ” said the minister. *^Oh, nothing 
that I feel called upon to explain to you.” 
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It was passing strange, but his self-possession 
had all at once returned to him. As it became 
more ap[)arent that the lawyer was losing his 
temper, 'rheron found tlic courage to turn 14) 
the corners of his lips in show of a liittcr little 
smile of confidence. He looketl into the other’s 
dusky face, and Haunted this smile at it in t'on- 
temptuous defiance. It is not a subject that I 
can discuss with propriety — at this stage,” he 
added. 

Damn you! Are you talking about those 
flowers ? ” 

Oh, I am not talking about anything in par¬ 
ticular,” returned Theron, not even the curious 
choice of language which my latest probationer 
seems to prefer.” 

Go and strike my name oH' the list!” saitl 
Gorringe, with rising j)assitui. ** I was a foul to 
ever have it there, 'i'o tliink td' being a proba¬ 
tioner of jvurs — my God ! ” 

*^That will be a pity — from one point of view,” 
remarked 'fheron, still with the iroui<‘al smile on 
his lips. Von seemed tt) enter u[)on the new Hie 
with such delilieratum and fixity of purpose, too ! 
I can imagine the regrets your witlulrawal will 
cause, in ctutain <punters. I only that it will 
not discourage those who accanupanied you to the 
altar, and shared your enthusiasm at the time." 
He had spoken throughout witii stu<lied slowness 
and an insolent nicety of utterance. 
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^^You had better go away! broke forth Gor- 
ringe. you don’t, I shall forget myself.” 

For the first time?” asked Theron. Then, 
warned by the flash in the lawyer’s eye, he turned 
on hrs heel and sauntered, with a painstaking 
assumption of a mind quite at ease, up the 
street. 

Gorringe’s own flice twitched and his veins 
tingled as he looked after him. He spat the 
shapeless cigar out of his mouth into the gutter, and, 
drawing forth another from his pocket, clenched it 
between his teeth, his gaze following the tall form 
of the Methodist minister till it was merged in 
the crowd. 

Well, I’m damned 1 ” he said aloud to himself. 

The photographer had come down to take in his 
show-cases for the night. He looked up from his 
task at the exclamation, and grinned inquiringly. 

a j talking to a man,” said the 

lawyer, who’s so much meaner than any other 
man I ever heard of that it takes my breath away. 
I le’s got a wife that’s as pure and good as gold, 
and he knows it, and she worships the ground he 
walks on, and he knows that too. And yet the 
scoundrel is around trying to sniff out some shadow 
of a pretext for misusing her worse than he’s 
already done. Yes, sir; he’d be actually tickled 
to death if he could nose up some hint of a 
scandal about her, — something that he could pre¬ 
tend to believe, and work for his own advantage, 
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to levy blackmail, or get rid of her, or whatever 
suited his book. I did nT think there was such an 
out-and-out cur on this whole footstool. I almost 
wish, by God, I ^d thrown him into the canal! ” 
Yes, you lawyers must run against some pretty 
snide specimens,” remarked the photographer, 
lifting one of the cases from its sockets. 
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Tiieron spent half an hour in aimless strolling 
about the streets. From earliest boyhood his 
mind had always worked most clearly when he 
walked alone. Every mental process which had 
left a mark upon his memory and his career, — 
the day-dreams of future academic greatness and 
fame which had fashioned themselves in his brain 
as a farm lad; tlie meditations, raptures, and high 
resolves of his student period at the seminary; the 
more notable sermons and powerful discourses by 
which he had revealed the genius that was in 
him to astonished and delighted assemblages,—all 
were associated in his retrospective thoughts with 
solitary rambles. 

He had a very direct and vivid consciousness 
now that it was good to be on his legs, and alone. 
He had never in his life been more sensible of the 
charm of his own companionship. The encounter 
with (xorringe seemed to have cleared all the 
clouds out of his brain, and restored lightness to 
his heart. After such an object lesson, the impos- 
sil)iliLy of his continuing to sacrifice himself to a 
notion of duty to these low-minded and coarse- 
natured villagers was beyond all argument. There 
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could no longer be any doubt about liis moral 
right to turn his back upon them, to wash his 
hands of the miserable cuinbinatiuu of hypocrisy 
and hysterics which they called their spiritual 
life. 

And the question of (lorringe and Alu'e, that 
too stood precisely where he wanted it. ICvcn in 
his own thoughts, he preferred to pursue it no 
further. Between them somewhere an urtence t)f 
concealment, it might be of conspiracy, had been 
committed against him. It was no business of his 
to say more, or to think more. He rested Ins case 
simply on the fact, which could not be denied, and 
which he was not it\ the least interested to have 
explained, one way or the other, d'he recollei'iion 
of Gorringe^s obvious disturbauee of mind was 
especially pleasant to him. lie himself had b<*cu 
magnanimous almost to the pt»iiit of weakness. 
He had gone out of his way to <\'ill the man 
‘‘brother,” and to give him au opportunity of 
behaving like a gentlemau ; l)Ut his kiiully fm*- 
beanmcc had Ijoen wasted, Gtjrringe was not tlie 
man to understand generous fet'liugs, miudi h*ss 
rise to their level. He had nuavly shown that he 
would l)e vicious if he knew how. It was more 
important and .satisfacUiry to ri'call that he Iiad 
also sluAvn a <‘om[dcte <!cmiprehension of the 
injured Imsbantrs grievance. 'Flu? fact that he 
had recognized it was euougii, — was, in fact, 
everything. 
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In the background of his thoughts Theron 
had carried along a notion of going and dining 
with Father Forbes when the time for the evening 
meal shouki arrive. The idea in itself attracted 
him, as a fitting capstone to his resolve not to go 
home to supper. It gave just the right kind of 
character to his domestic revolt. But when at last 
he stood on the doorstep of the pastorate, waiting 
for an answer to the tinkle of the electric bell he 
had heard ring inside, his mind contained only the 
single thought that now he should hear something 
about Celia. Perhaps he might even find her 
there; but he put that suggestion aside as slightly 
un]ileasant. 

The hag-faced housekeeper led him, as before, 
into the dining-room. It was still daylight, and 
he saw on the glance that ^tlie priest was alone at 
the table, with a book beside him to read from 
as he ate. 

Father Forbes rose and came forward, greeting 
his visitor with profuse urbanity and smiles. If 
there was a jicrfunctory note in the invitation to sit 
down and share the meal, Theron did not catch it. 
He frankly displayed his pleasure as he laid aside 
his hat, and took the chair opposite his host. 

It is really only a few months since I was 
here, in this room, before,” he remarked, as the 
priest closed his book and tossed it to one side, 
and the housekeeper came in to lay another place. 

Yet it might have been years, many long years, 
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SO tremendous is the difference that the lapse of 
time has wrought in mod’ 

‘‘I am afraid we have notliing to tempt you 
very much, Mr. Ware,” remarked Father Forbes, 
with a gesture of his plump white hand which 
embraced the dishes in the centre of the 
table. May I send you a bit of this boiled 
mutton? I have very homely tastes when I am 
by myself.” 

was saying,” 'Fheron observed, after some 
moments had passed in silence, “ that I date stu'h 
a tremendous revolution in my tlujughts, my beliefs, 
my whole mind and character, from my lirst tneet- 
ing with you, my first coming here. I don’t know 
how to describe to you the enormous change that 
has come over me ; and I owe it all to you.” 

I can only hope, then, that it is entirely 
of a satisfactory nature,” said tiu; priest, politely 
smiling. 

^n)h, it is so splendidly .satisfaetory! ” said 
Theron, with fervor. “ I l(H>k hack at myself 
now with wonder ami [uty. It setaus incredible 
that, such a little while ago, I shotild have Iicen 
siu'h an ignorant and unimaginative clod of earth, 
content with sm'h petty ambitions and actually 
proud of my limitations.” 

And you havtt larger ambiiu)ns unw?”askeil 
the other. Pniy let me help you to some pota¬ 
toes. I am afraid that ambitiems only get in our 
way and trip us up. Wc clergymen arc like 
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Street-car horses. The more steadily we jog along 
between the rails, the better it is for us.” 

“ Oh, I don’t intend to remain in the ministry,” 
declared Theron. The statement seemed to him 
a little bald, now that he had made it; and as his 
companion lifted his brows in surprise, he added 
stumbllngly: ^‘That is, as I feel now, it seems to 
me impossible that I should remain much longer. 
With you, of course, it is different. You have a 
thousand things to interest and pleasantly occupy 
you in your work and its ceremonies, so that 
mere belief or non-belief in the dogma hardly 
matters. But in our church dogma is everything. 
If you take that away, or cease to have its support, 
the rest is intolerable, hideous.” 

Father Forbes cut another slice of mutton for 
himself. It is a pretty serious business to make 
such a change at your time of life. I take it for 
granted you will think it all over very carefully 
before you commit yourself.” He said this with 
an almost indifferent air, which rather chilled his 
listener’s enthusiasm. 

*K)h, yes,” Theron made answer; ‘‘I shall do 
nothing rash. But I have a good many plans for 
the future.” 

Father Forbes did not ask what these were, and 
a brief further period of silence fell upon the table. 

I ho[)e everything went off smoothly at the 
picnic,” 'L'hcron ventured, at last I have not 
seen any of you since then.” 
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The priest shook his head and sighed. 
he said. is a bad business. I have had 

great deal of unhappiness out of it this past foi 
night. That young man who was rude to you - 
of course it was mere drunken, irresponsible noi 
sense on his part — has got himself into a serio^ 
scrape, I’m afraid. It is being kept quite with: 
the family, and we hope to manage so that it W 
remain there, but it has terribly upset his fath' 
and his -sister. But that, after all, is not so hard ‘ 
bear as the other affliction that has come upon tl 
Maddens. You remember Michael, the oth' 
brother? He seems to have taken cold th 
evening, or perhaps over-excited himself. He hi 
been seized with quick consumption. He w 
hardly last till snow flies.” 

Oh, I am grieved to hear that! ” There 
spoke with tremulous earnestness. It seemed ‘ 
him as if Michael were in some way related t 
him. 

It is very hard upon them all,” the priest wei 
on. Michael is as sweet and holy a charact( 
as it is possible for any one to think of. He 
the apple of his father’s eye. They were insepi 
rable, those two. Do you know the father, M 
Madden? ” 

Theron shook his head. I think I have see 
him,” he said. ^^A small man, with gra 
whiskers.” 

A peasant,” said Father Forbes, ^'but with 
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heart of gold. Poor man.! he has had little enough 
out of his riches. Ah, the West Coast people, 
what tragedies I have seen among them over here ! 
They have rudimentary lung organizations, like a 
frog’s, to fit the mild, wet soft air they live in. 
The sharp air here kills them off like flies in a 
frost. Whole families go. I should think there 
are a dozen of old Jeremiah’s children in the cem¬ 
etery. If Michael could have passed his twenty- 
eighth year, there would have been hope for him, 
at least till his thirty-fifth. These pulmonary 
things seem to go by sevens, you know.” 

‘‘I didn’t know,” said Theron. ^^It is very 
strange—and very sad.” His startled mind was 
busy, all at once, with conjectures as to Celia’s 

'' The sister — Miss Madden — seems extremely 
strong,” he remarked tentatively. 

Celia may escape the general doom,” said the 
priest. His guest noted that he clenched his 
shapely white hand on the table as he spoke, and 
that his gentle, carefully modulated voice had a 
gritty hardness in its tone. ^^That would be too 
dreadful to think of,” he added. 

Theron shuddered in silence, and strove to shut 
his mind against the thought. 

She has taken Michael’s illness so deeply to 
heart,” the priest proceeded, ''and devoted her- 
strlf to him so untiringly that I get a little nervous 
about her. I have been urging her to go away 
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and get a change of air and scene, if only for a few 
days. She dv)cs nut sleep well, and that is always 
a bad thing.” 

I tldnk I rcineinbcr her telling me iuice that 
sometimes she had sleepless spells/’ saiil 'rherem. 
"'She said that then she banged on her piano at 
all hours, or dragged the cushions about from room 
to room, like a wild woman. A vtay interesting 
young lady, don’t yt>u fnal her so? ’* 

Father Forbes let a wan smile play on his lips. 
""What, our Celia?” he said, "‘Interesting! 
Why, Mr, Ware, there is no <nu* like Iu*r in the 
world. Slie is as unitpie as -what shall I say ? — 
as the Irish are among rac'es. Her father atul 
mother were both born in mutb<*al>ins, and sht* - 
she might be the daughter of a huiulied king*, ex 
cept that they seem timstly rather muh r wittnl 
than otherwise'. She! always impi<‘-se-s me* as a !.«nl ot 
atavistic ideali/.atiem of the edd Kelt at his fmest and 
best. I’here in Indantl ytui got a strange mixture 
of elementary early peoples, walk'd oif fnim the 
outer vvtjrld by the four seas, and free to work out 
their own racial amalgam on their tnvn lines. 
They brouglU with tluan at the outM-t a gosit im 
heritance of Ivistern mysticism. (tthers lust it, but 
the Irish, all alone on tiieir islantl, kept it alive and 
brooded on it, and rotged tlicir winkle spititiial 
skle in it. d'heir religion is full of it ; their bUnid 
is full (jf it; ourCxlia h fullcT of it than anyb«»dy 
else. Mlic Ireland of two ihousaml years ago m 
416 




THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


incarnated in her. They are the merriest people and 
the saddest, the most turbulent and the most docile, 
the most talented and the most unproductive, the 
most practical and the most visionary, the most 
devout and the most pagan. These impossible 
contradictions war ceaselessly in their blood. 
When I look at Celia, I seem to see in my mind’s 
eye the hiir young ancestral mother of them all.” 

Theron gazed at the speaker with open admira¬ 
tion. I love to hear you talk,” he said simply. 

An unbidden memory flitted upward in his 
mind. Those were the very words that Alice had 
so often on her lips in their old courtship days. 
How curious it was 1 He looked at the priest, and 
had a quaint sensation of feeling as a romantic 
woman must feel in the presence of a specially 
impressive masculine personality. It was indeed 
strange that this soft-voiced, portly creature in a 
gown, with his white, fat hands and his feline suav¬ 
ity of manner, should produce such a commanding, 
and unicpie effect of virility. No doubt this was a 
part of tlie great sex mystery which historically 
surrounded the figure of the celibate priest as with 
an atmosphere. Women had always been pros¬ 
trating themselves before it. Theron, watching his 
companion’s full, palliil face in the lamp-light, tried 
to fancy himself in the priest’s place, looking down 
upon these worshipihng female forms. He won¬ 
dered what the celibate’s attitude really was. The 
enigma fascinated him. 

27 
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Father Forbes, after his rhetorical outbvtrsi, had 
been eating. He [nished aside his checse’-plate; 

grow enthusiastic on the subject of iny race 
sometimes,’* he remarked, with the suggestion i\( 
an apology, Hut I make up for it other timc.s — 
most of the time— by scokliiig them. If it were 
not such a noble thing to bo an Irishman, it wtniki 
be ridiculous.” 

^H'Vh,” said d‘heron, deprccatingly, who wcmld 
not be enthusiastic in talking i>f Miss Matklen? 
What you said al)out her was perfect. As you 
spoke, I was tiiinking how pruiui and thankful we 
ought to be for the privilege of knowing her—wc 
who do know licr well — although of course your 
frientlship with her is vastly more intimate than 
mine —than mine <aniki evtu' hope to be.” 

llui i>riest offered lU) conmumt, and T’heron 
went on : I hardly know how to des<Tibe the re¬ 
markable imprt^ssion she nuikes upon nu‘. I can't 
imagine to myself any other young woman st> brib 
iiant or broad in her views, or so eourageons. Of 
course, her being so ri<ii makes it easier for luu* to 
do just what sin* wants to do, but her bravery is 
astonishing all the same. Wv had a l«)ng and very 
sympathetic talk in tlu* woods, that day uf the pic¬ 
nic, afti‘r wt‘ left yotu I don’t know wiiether she 
spoke to you abiait it? ” 

Father k'orbes math* a niovenumi <»f the htsid 
anti eyes whicii seeuied tti negative the snggcstioin 
Her talk,” cuntinuctl d’hcrt)n, ** gave tue tpiitc 
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new ideas of the range and capacity of the female 
mind. I wonder that everybody in Octavius is n’t 
full of praise and admiration for her talents and 
exceptional character. In such a small town as 
this, you would think she would be the centre of 
attention, — the pride of the place.” 

I think she has as much praise as is good for 
her,” remarked the priest, quietly. 

And here’s a thing that puzzles me,” pursued 
Mr. Ware. “I was immensely surprised to find 
that Dr. Ledsmar does n’t even think she is smart, 
— or at least he professes the utmost intellectual 
contempt for her, and says he dislikes her into the 
bargain. But of course she dislikes him, too, so 
that’s only natural. But I can’t understand his 
denying her great ability.” 

The priest smiled in a dubious way. Don’t 
borrow unnecessary alarm about that, Mr. Ware,” 
he said, with studied smoothness of modulated 
tones. These two good friends of mine have 
much enjoyment out of the idea that they arc fight¬ 
ing for the mastery over my poor unstable character. 
It has grown to be a habit with them, and a hobby 
as well, and thc*y pursue it with tireless zest. There 
are not many intellectual diversions open to us 
here, and they make the most of this one. It 
amuses them, and it is not without its charms for 
met, in my capacity as an interested observer. It 
is a part of the game that they should pretend 
to themselves that they detest each other. In 
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reality I fancy tliey like ca<*h other v<*ry much. 
At any rate, there is notliing tu he tiistnrhetl 
about.*' 

11 is niellifluous tones luul somehow the eiTeet 
suggesting to Theron that he was an outsider and 
would better mind his own business. Ah, it' this 
purring pussy-cat of a priest only knew lunv little 
of an outsider lut really was! I'lie thought gave 
him an easy selfaaiutrol. 

Of course/* he said, ** our warm mutual friend¬ 
ship maki's tile ol)st‘rvation tif these* Htth* indivichial 
vagaries mert'ly a part of a delightful wht jIc. I 
shtniM not dream of diseussing Miss MadthaFs eon- 
fidenees to me, or the d(K:tor*s either, outside cmr 
own little group/’ 

Father Frtrbes reached behiiul him ami tuttk 
from a chair his !)iack thr<‘c <au’iu‘r<’d <'ap with the 
tassel. Unfortun.ntely I liave a si< k < ull waiting 
me/* he said, gathering up ins gown ami slowly 
rising. 

'^Yes, I saw the man sitting in the hall/* re* 
marked d'heron, getting to his feet. 

** I would ask you to gc* upstairs and wa.it/’ the 
priest went on, l>ut my rf‘tuni, tinliappily, is((iuic 
uncertain. Amgher evaming I mav hr tmur turtu 
nate. I atn leaving towm to imnnnv tor some <lays, 
but wlicii I get back—*’ 

dTie |>oli(r sentema* did not r<Uii|ilrt<‘ itM-lf. 
Father fnirbes had canue out into the hail, giving a 
cool nod to the working-man, who nea* fnnn the 
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bench as they passed, and shook hands with his 
guest on the doorstep. 

When the door had closed upon Mr. Ware, the 
priest turned to the man. You have come about 
those frames,” he said. If you will come upstairs, 
I will show you the prints, and you can give me a 
notion of what can be done with them. I rather 
fancy the idea of a triptych in carved old English, 
if you can manage it.” 

After the workman had gone away. Father Forbes 
put on slippers and an old loose soutane, lighted a 
cigar, and, pushing an easy-chair over to the reading 
lamp, sat down with a book. Then something 
occurred to him, and he touched the house-bell 
at his elbow. 

Maggie,” he said gently, when the housekeeper 
appeared at the door, I will have the coffee and 
fine champagne up here, if it is no trouble. And — 
oh, Maggie — I was compelled this evening to turn 
the blameless visit of the framemaker into a venial 
sin, and that involves a needless wear and tear of 
conscience, I think that — hereafter — you under¬ 
stand ? — I am not invariably at home when the 
Rev. Mr. Ware does me the honor to call.” 
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I'hat night brought the first friJst of the season 
worth counting. In the mornings when Theron 
came downstairs, iiis casual glance through tlie 
window caught a desolate phaure tif hlac kenetl 
dahlia stalks and shrivelled likHuns, d‘he gayrty 
and color of the garden were g<HH% and in their 
place was shal)hy and disht'velled ruin. He Hung 
the sash u|) and leanetl cmt. 'fhe nipping autumn 
air was good to breathe. He looked about him. 
surveying the havoc the frost had wnmght amttng 
the Hcjvvcrs, and smik*d. 

At breakfast he smiled again, a mirlhU'SS and 
calculated smile. “ I sch* that brother <birringe's 
flowers have (‘ome to grief ovaT night/’ he re¬ 
marked, 

Ali{*e looked at him before site spttke, and saw 
on his fa<'e a confirmation of the hostile hint in 
liis voice. Site noddetl in a cajustrainetl way, and 
said muhing. 

()r rather, I should say,” 1‘hertm went <m, 
with deliberate words, tlie late Urutlier Ckuringe’s 
flcnvers.” 

*H I(av do you mean--'/ii/e/” asked his wife, 
swiftly. 

433 



THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


<^Oh, calm yourself!*' replied the husband. 
‘‘ He is not dead. He has only intimated to me 
his desire to sever his connection. I may add 
that lie did so in a highly offensive manner.” 

I am very sorry,” said Alice, in a low tone, 
and with her eyes on her plate. 

I took it for granted you would be grieved at 
his backsliding,” remarked Theron, making his 
phrases as pointed as he could. “ He was such a 
promising probationer, and you took such a keen 
interest in his spiritual awakening. But the frost 
has nipped his zeal, — along with the hundred or 
more dollars’ worth of flowers by which he testi¬ 
fied his faith. I find something interesting in their 
having been blasted simultaneously.” 

Alice dropped all pretence of interest in her 
breakfost. With a flushed face and lips tightly 
compressed, she made a movement as if to rise 
from her chair. Then, changing her mind, she 
sat bolt upright and faced her husband. 

** I think we had better have this out right 
now,” she said, in a voice which Theron hardly 
recognized. ‘^You have been hinting round the 
subject long enough, — too long. There are some 
things nobody is obliged to put up with, and this 
is one of them. You will oblige me by saying out 
in so many words what it is you are driving at.” 

The outburst astounded Theron. He laid down 
his knife and fork, and gazed at his wife in frank 
surprise. She had so accustomed him, of late, to 
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a demeanor almost abject in its depressed docility 
that he had quite forgotten the Alice of the old 
days, when she had spirit and courage enough for 
two, and a notable tongue of her own. The flash 
in her eyes and the lines of resolution about her 
mouth and chin for a moment daunted him. 
Then he observed by a flutter of the frill at her 
wrist that she was trembling. 

I am sure I have nothing to ^ say out in so 
many words,’ as you put it,” he replied, forcing 
his voice into cool, impassive tones. I merely 
commented upon a coincidence, that was all. If, 
for any reason under the sun, the subject chances 
to be unpleasant to you, I have no earthly desire 
to pursue it.” 

But I insist upon having it pursued ! ” returned 
Alice. I’ve had just all I can stand of your 
insinuations and innuendoes, and it’s high time we 
had some plain talk. Ever since the revival, you 
have been dropping sly, underhand hints about 
Mr. Gorringe and — and me. Now I ask you 
what you mean by it.” 

Yes, there was a shake in her voice, and he 
could see how her bosom heaved in a tremor of 
nervousness. It was easy for him to be very calm. 

^^It is you who introduce these astonishing 
suggestions, not I,” he replied coldly. It is you 
who couple your name with his, — somewhat to my 
surprise, I admit, — but let me suggest that we 
drop the subject. You are excited just now, and 
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you might say things that you would prefer to leave 
unsaid. It would surely be better for all concerned 
to say no more about it.” 

Alice, staring across the table at him with knitted 
brows, emitted a sharp little snort of indignation. 

Well, I never ! Theron, I would n’t have thought 
it of you ! ” 

‘‘ I'here are so many things you would n’t have 
thought, on such a variety of subjects,” he ob¬ 
served, with a show of resuming his breakfast. 

But why continue ? We are only angering each 
other.” 

Never mind that,” she replied, with more con¬ 
trol over her speech. I guess things have come 
to a pass where a little anger won’t do any harm. 
I have a right to insist on knowing what you mean 
by your insinuations.” 

Theron sighed. ^'Why will you keep harping 
on the thing?” he asked wearily. ‘‘I have dis¬ 
played no curiosity. I don’t ask for any explana¬ 
tions. I think I mentioned that the man had 
behaved insultingly to me, — but that does n’t 
matter. I don’t bring it up as a grievance. I 
am very well able to take care of myself. I have 
no wish to recur to the incident in any way. So 
far as I am concerned, the topic is dismissed.” 

Listen to me ! ” broke in Alice, with eager 
gravity. She hesitated, as he looked up with a 
nod of attention, and reflected as well as she was 
able among her thoughts for a minute or two. 
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^‘This is what I want to say to you, ICvcr since 
we came to this hateful Octavius, ytm aiul I have 
been drifting apart, — or luu that tiues uT express 
it, — simply rushing away from each other. It 
only began last spring, and lunv the space between 
us is so wiile that we arc worse than complete 
strangers. Fur strangers at least don't hate i\ivh 
other, and I've had a good nuuty oecasions lately 
to see that you positively tlo hate me — " 

Whatgrotestiucabsurility 1 ” interposetrrheriUi, 
impatiently. 

Ni), it is n’t absurdity ; it's gn^spel trtuh/' re¬ 
torted Alie.e. ** Ami — don't interrupt me — there 
have Ijeen times, too, when I have luul m ask my» 
self if I was n’t getting almost to hate yent in return. 
I tell you this frankly.” 

Yes, you are uiuloubtedly frank,” ctunmenteil 
the husband, toying with his teaspotm. ** A hyper¬ 
critical pcTson miglit euiisidcr, almtjst too hank,” 
Alice scatined his fat e chisely while he spoke, 
and held her l»reath as if in expectant siispense. 
Her countetiama* <*louded once nmre. ** Vtut ihm’t 
realize, "rhenin,” she sahl gravely; “your vsiice 
wheii you speak to me, your look, your m.mm r, 
they have all changed. Viiti are likeamuher man, 
— some man wht> never hived me, ami dociuT 
even know me, muHi less like me. I want to 
know what the end of it is to be. Vp to the time 
of your sickness last summer, until after the 
Soukbys went away, I did n't let myself get down- 
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right discouraged. It seemed too monstrous for 
belief that you should go away out of my life like 
that It did n’t seem possible that God could 
allow such a thing. It came to me that I had 
been lax in my Christian life, especially in my 
position as a minister’s wife, and that this was my 
punishment. I went to the altar, to intercede with 
Him, and to try to loose my burden at His feet. 
But nothing has come of it. I got no help from 
you.” 

RCvally, Alice,” broke in Theron, I explained 
over and over again to you how preoccupied I was 
— with the book — and affairs generally.” 

I got no assistance from Heaven either,” she 
went on, declining the diversion he offered. “ I 
don’t want to talk impiously, but if there is a God, 
he has forgotten me, his poor heart-broken hand¬ 
maiden.” 

^‘You are talking impiously, Alice,” observed 
her husband. ‘‘And you are doing me cruel 
injustice, into the bargain.” 

“ I only wish I were ! ” she replied; “ I only wish 
to God I were 1 ” 

“ Well, then, accept my complete assurance that 
you are, — that your whole conception of me, and 
of what you are pleased to describe as my change 
toward you, is an entire and utter mistake. Of 
course, the married state is no more exempt from 
the universal law of growth, development, alter¬ 
ation, than any other human institution. On its 
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spiritual side, of course, viewed either as a sacra¬ 
ment, or as — ” 

Don’t let us go into that,” interposed Alice, 
abruptly. In fact, there is no good in talking 
any more at all. It is as if we did n’t speak the 
same language. You don’t understand what I 
say; it makes no impression upon your mind.” 

Quite to the contrary,” he assured her; ‘^1 
have been deeply interested and concerned in 
all you have said. I think you are laboring 
under a great delusion, and I have tried my 
best to convince you of it; but I have never 
heard you speak more intelligibly or, I might say, 
effectively.” 

A little gleam of softness stole over Alice’s face. 

If you only gave me a little more credit for in¬ 
telligence,” she said, '^you would find that I am 
not such a blockhead as you think I am.” 

Come, come 1 ” he said, with a smiling show of 
impatience. ^^You really mustn’t impute things 
to me wholesale, like that.” 

She was glad to answer the smile in kind. No ; 
but truly,” she pleaded, ^^you don’t realize it, but 
you have grown into a way of treating me as if I 
had absolutely no mind at all.” 

“You have a very admirable mind,’^ he re¬ 
sponded, and took up his teaspoon again. She 
reached for his cup, and poured out hot coffee for 
him. An almost cheerful spirit had suddenly 
descended upon the breakfast table. 
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“And now let me say the thing I have been 
aching to say for months/’ she began, in a less 
burdened voice. 

He lifted his brows. “ Have n’t things been 
discussed pretty fully already?” he asked. 

The doubtful, harassed expression clouded upon 
her face at his words, and she paused. “ No,” 
she said resolutely, after an instant’s reflection; 
“ it is my duty to discuss this, too. It is a misun¬ 
derstanding all round. You remember that I told 
you Mr. Gorringe had given me some plants, which 
he got from some garden or other? ” 

“ If you really wish to go on with the subject — 
yes — I have a recollection of that particular false¬ 
hood of his.” 

“ lie did it with the kindest and friendliest 
motives in the world 1 ” protested Alice. “ He 
saw how down-in-the-mouth and moping I was 
Iiere, among these strangers, — and I really was 
getting quite peaked and run-down,—and he said 
I stayed indoors too much, and it would do me all 
sorts of good to work in the garden, and he would 
send me some plants. The next I knew, here they 
were, with a book about mixing soils and planting, 
and so on. When I saw him next, and thanked 
him, I suppose I showed some apprehension about 
his having laid out money on them, and he, just to 
ease my mind, invented the story about his getting 
them for nothing. When I found out the truth — 
1 got it out of that boy, Harvey Semple — he ad- 
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mitted it quite fnmkly, — suiil he was wrung to 
deceive me.” 

^^This was in the fine first ferwir of his term of 
probation, I suppose/’ put in I'heron. He nuule 
no effort to dissemble tiie sneer in his voice. 

W'cli,” answered Alice, with a touch of 
acerbity, I have told ytni now, aiul it is off my 
miiuL I'here never woiihl havi‘ been the slightest 
concealment ahemt it, if you had n’t begun by 
keeping me at arm’s length. an<l making it nc?ct 
door to impossible to s[H*ak to you at all, ami 
if — ” 

And if he had n’t lied.” I'heron, as he finished 
lier sentence for her, rtise from the table. Dallying 
fur a brief moment by liis chair, there seemed tlie 
magnetic premonition in the air of Siuue further 
and kimllier word, 'I'iien lie turned ami walked 
sedatt?!)' into the nest nunn, and < lused tlir tUu^r 
behind him. d’iie talk was fmisheil ; and Aliia*, left 
alone, passed the kmu kle of her thumb over one 
swimming eye and then tlu' i)ther, ami bit her 
lij)s and swallowed down the .sob that ruse in 
her throat. 
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It was early afternoon when Theron walked out 
of his yard, bestowing no glance upon the withered 
and tarnished show of the garden, and started with 
a definite step down the street. The tendency to 
ruminative loitering, which those who saw him 
abroad always associated with his tall, spare figure, 
was not suggested to-day. He moved forward 
like a man with a purpose. 

All the forenoon in the seclusion of the sitting- 
room, with a book opened before him, he had 
been thinking hard. It was not the talk with 
Alice that occupied his thoughts. That rose in 
his mind from time to time, only as a disagreeable 
blur, and he refused to dwell upon it. It was 
nothing to him, he said to himself, what Gorringe’s 
motives in lying had been. As for Alice, he hard¬ 
ened his heart against her. Just now it was her 
mood to try and make up to him. But it had 
been something different yesterday, and who could 
say what it would be to-morrow? He really had 
passed the limit of patience with her shifting 
emotional vagaries, now lurching in this direction, 
now in that. She had had her chance to main- 
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tain a iquai his iiUcrrst a!\<l im;igiiiation, :uul 
had let it slip, d'hese were the at'ealciUs ut' hie, 
the inevitable harsh happeniui^s in tlu‘ grcait tragedy 
of Nature. MIut eouki net be h«*l[H*tb and there 
was nothing mort‘ to lie saiiL 

He had liestowed niueh more attention uptm 
what the priest had said the previous evening. He 
passed in review all tlie glowing tributes Initlier 
Forbes had paitl to (k'lia. 'l*hey warmed his 
senses as he recrdhal iheuu but they also, in a 
curious, indefinite way, eausetl him uneasiness, 
d'here had been a perstuial fervor alumt tliem 
wliieh was something more than priestly. He 
rememlRTed how the priest had tmnetl pale and 
faltered wlien the cpiestum wliether C’elia wtuilt! 
escape the general dotuu of luu* family ( up. 
It was not a merely pastoral a|dtati<ui that, he felt 
sure. 

A hundre<l obsiaire hints, doubts, stray little 
suspicious,upwanl together in his tlumghts. 
It became apparent to him m>w that from the out- 
.set he had been eoust ums of sometliitig epuR-r, ■ 
yes, from that very first tlay wluui he saw tlie 
pri«‘st and ('elia togilher, and noted their glama? 
<»f recognition insule tim house c»f drath. He 
realized now, upon ri'fkadion, that the it me «jf 
other pe(»pk% his (»wn parishioners ami his t asual 
acejuaintanees in < letavius alike, hatl always hatl 
a ctulain note cT reservation in it when it tfitu'hed 
upon Miss Madden. Her running in and out of 

432 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


the pastorate at all hours, the way the priest patted 
her on the shoulder before others, the obvious 
dislike the priest’s ugly old housekeeper bore her, 
the astonishing freedom of their talk with each 
other, — these dark memories loomed forth out of 
a mass of sinister conjecture. 

He could bear the uncertainty no longer. Was 
it indeed not entirely his own fault that it had 
existed thus long? No man with the spirit of a 
mouse would have shilly-shallied in this preposter¬ 
ous fishion, week after week, with the fever of a 
beautiful woman’s kiss in his blood, and the woman 
herself living only round the corner. The whole 
world had been as good as offered to him, — a 
bewildering world of wealth and beauty and spirit¬ 
ual exaltation and love, —- and he, like a weak fool, 
had waited for it to be brought to him on a salver, 
as it wore, and actually forced upon his acceptance I 
'I'hat is my failing,” he reflected; these miser¬ 
able ecclesiastical bandages of mine have dwarfed 
my manly side. The meanest of Thurston’s clerks 
would have shown a more adventurous spirit and 
a bolder nerve. If I do not act at once, with 
courage and resolution, everything will be lost 
Already she must think me unworthy of the honor 
it was in her sweet will to bestow.” Then he 
renKnnbered that she was now always at home. 
‘‘Not another hour of foolish indecision!” he 
whispered to himself. “I will put my destiny to 
the test. I will see her to-day ! ” 
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A middle-aged, plain-faced servant answered his 
ring at the door-bell of the Madden mansion. She 
was palpably Irish, and looked at him with a 
saddened preoccupation in her gray eyes, holding 
the door only a little ajar. 

Theron had got out one of his cards. I wish 
to make inquiry about young Mr. Madden, — Mr. 
Michael Madden,” he said, holding the card forth 
tentatively. I have only just heard of his illness, 
and it has been a great grief to me.” 

He is no better,” answered the woman, briefly. 

I am the Rev. Mr. Ware,” he went on, and 
you may say that, if he is well enough, I should be 
glad to see him.” 

The servant peered out at him with a suddenly 
altered expression, then shook her head. I don't 
think he would be wishing to see yoUj' she replied. 
It was evident from her tone that she suspected 
the visitor’s intentions. 

Theron smiled in spite of himself. I have not 
come as a clergyman,” he explained, but as a 
friend of the family. If you will tell Miss Madden 
that I am here, it will do just as well. Yes, we 
won’t bother him. If you will kindly hand my 
card to his sister.” 

When the domestic turned at this and went in, 
Theron felt like throwing his hat in the air, there 
where he stood. The woman’s churlish sectarian 
prejudices had played ideally into his hands. In 
no other imaginable way could he have asked for 
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Celia so naturally. He wondered a little that a 
servant at such a grand house as this should leave 
callers standing on the doorstep. Still more he 
wondered what he should say to the lady of his 
dreams when he came into her presence. 

Will you please to walk this way ? ” The 
woman had returned. She closed the door noise¬ 
lessly behind him, and led the way, not up the sump¬ 
tuous staircase, as Theron had expected, but along 
through the broad hall, past several large doors, to 
a small curtained archway at the end. She pushed 
aside this curtain, and Theron found himself in a 
sort of conservatory, full of the hot, vague light 
of sunshine falling through ground-glass. The air 
was moist and close, and heavy with the smell of 
verdure and wet earth. A tall bank of palms, 
with ferns sprawling at their base, reared itself 
directly in front of him. The floor was of mosaic, 
and he saw now that there were rugs upon it, 
and that there were chairs and sofas, and other 
signs of habitation. It was, indeed, only half a 
greenhouse, for the lower part of it was in rose¬ 
wood panels, with floral paintings on them, like 
a room 

Moving to one side of the barrier of palms, he 
discovered, to his great surprise, the figure of 
Michael, sitting propped up with pillows in a huge 
easy-chair. The sick man was looking at him 
with big, gravely intent eyes. His face did not 
show as much change as Theron had in fancy 
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pictured. It had seemed almost as bony and 
cadaverous on the day of the picnic. The hands 
spread out on the chair-arms were very white and 
thin, though, and the gaze in the blue eyes had a 
spectral quality which disturbed him. 

Michael raised his right hand, and Theron, step¬ 
ping forward, took it limply in his for an instant. 
Then he laid it down again. The touch of people 
about to die had always been repugnant to him. 
He could feel on his own warm palm the very 
damp of the grave. 

I only heard from Father Forbes last evening 
of your — your ill-health,” he said, somewhat 
hesitatingly. He seated himself on a bench 
beneath the palms, facing the invalid, but still 
holding his hat. I hope very sincerely that you 
will soon be all right again.” 

My sister is lying down in her room,” answered 
Michael. He had not once taken his sombre and 
embarrassing gaze from the other’s face. The 
voice in which he uttered this uncalled-for remark 
was thin in fibre, cold and impassive. It fell upon 
Theron’s ears with a suggestion of hidden meaning. 
He looked uneasily into Michael’s eyes, and then 
away again. They seemed to be looking straight 
through him, and there was no shirking the sensa¬ 
tion that they saw and comprehended things with 
an unnatural prescience. 

I hope she is feeling better,” Theron found 
himself saying. Father Forbes mentioned that 
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she was a little under the weather, I dined with 
him last night.’* 

“I am glad that you came/’ said Michael, after 
a little pause. His earnest, unblinking eyes seemed 
to supplement his tongue with speech of their own. 

I do be thinking a great deal about you. I have 
matters to speak of to you, now that you are 
here.” 

Theron bowed his head gently, in token of 
grateful attention. He tried the experiment of 
looking away from Michael, but his glance went 
back again irresistibly, and fastened itself upon the 
sick man’s gaze, and clung there. 

“ I am next door to a dead man,” he went on, 
paying no heed to the other’s deprecatory gesture. 

It is not years or months with me, but weeks. 
Then I go away to stand up for judgment on my 
sins, and if it is His merciful will, I shall see God. 
So I say my good-byes now, and so you will let me 
speak plainly, and not think ill of what I say. You 
are much changed, Mr. Ware, since you came to 
Octavius, and it is not a change for the good.” 

Theron lifted his brows in unaffected surprise, 
and put inquiry into his glance. 

^‘1 don’t know if Protestants will be saved, in 
God’s good time, or not,” continued Michael. 

I find there are diiferent opinions among the 
clergy about that, and of course it is not for me, 
only a plain mechanic, to be sure where learned 
and pious scholars are in doubt. But I am sure 
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about one thing. Those Protestants, and others 
too, mind you, who profess and preach good 
deeds, and themselves do bad deeds, — they will 
never be saved. They will have no chance at 
all to escape hell-fire.” 

I think we are all agreed upon that, Mr. 
Madden,” said Theron, with surface suavity. 

“Then I say to you, Mr. Ware, 5 ^ou are your¬ 
self in a bad path. Take the warning of a dying 
man, sir, and turn from it! ” 

The impulse to smile tugged at Theron^ s facial 
muscles. This was really too droll. He looked 
up at the ceiling, the while he forced his counte¬ 
nance into a polite composure, then turned again 
to Michael, with some conciliatory commonplace 
ready for utterance. But he said nothing, and all 
suggestion of levity left his mind, under the search¬ 
ing inspection bent upon him by the young man^s 
hollow eyes. What did Michael suspect? What 
did he know? What was he hinting at, in this 
strange talk of his ? 

“ I saw you often on the street when first you 
came here,” continued Michael. “ I knew the man 
who was here before you, — that is, by sight,— 
and he was not a good man. But your face, when 
you came, pleased me. I liked to look at you. 
I was tormented just then, do you see, that so 
many decent, kindly people, old school-mates and 
friends and neighbors of mine, — and, for that 
matter, others all over the country—must lose 
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their souls because they were Protestants. All my 
boyhood and young manhood, that thought took 
the joy out of me. Sometimes I use n’t to sleep 
a whole night long, for thinking that some lad I 
had been playing with, perhaps in his own house, 
that very day, would be taken when he died, and 
his mother too, when she died, and thrown into 
the flames of hell for all eternity. It made me 
so unhappy that finally I would n’t go to any 
Protestant boy’s house, and have his mother be 
nice to me, and give me cake and apples, — and me 
thinking all the while that they were bound to be 
damned, no matter how good they were to me.” 

The primitive humanity of this touched Theron, 
and he nodded approbation with a tender smile in 
his eyes, forgetting for the moment that a per¬ 
sonal application of the monologue had been 
hinted at. 

But then later, as I grew up,” the sick man 
went on, learned that it was not altogether 
certain. Some of the authorities, I found, main¬ 
tained that it was doubtful, and some said openly 
that there must be salvation possible for good 
people who lived in ignorance of the truth 
through no fault of their own. Then I had hope 
one day, and no hope the next, and as I did my 
work I thought it over, and in the evenings my 
father and I talked it over, and we settled nothing 
of it at all. Of course, how could we ? ” 

Did you ever discuss the question with your 
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sister? ” it occurred suddenly to Theron to inter¬ 
pose. He was conscious of some daring in doing 
so, and he fancied that Michael’s drawn face 
clouded a little at his words. 

My sister is no theologian,” he answered 
briefly. Women have no call to meddle with such 
matters. But I was saying — it was in the middle 
of these doubtings of mine that you came here to 
Octavius, and I noticed you on the streets, and 
once in the evening — I made no secret of it to 
my people — I sat in the back of your church and 
heard you preach. As I say, I liked you. It was 
your face, and what I thought it showed of the 
man underneath it, that helped settle my mind 
more than anything else. I said to myself: 
^ Here is a young man, only about my own age, 
and he has education and talents, and he does not 
seek to make money for himself, or a great name, 
but he is content to live humbly on the salary of a 
book-keeper, and devote all his time to prayer and 
the meditation of his religion, and preaching, and 
visiting the sick and the poor, and comforting 
them. His very face is a pleasure and a help for 
those in suffering and trouble to look at. The 
very sight of it makes one believe in pure thoughts 
and merciful deeds. I will not credit it that God 
intends damning such a man as that, or any like 
him ! ’ ” 

Theron bowed, with a slow, hesitating gravity of 
manner, and deep, not wholly complacent, attention 
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on his face. Evidently all this was by way of prep¬ 
aration for something unpleasant. 

^‘That was only last spring/’ said Michael. His 
tired voice sank for a sentence or two into a medi¬ 
tative half-whisper. ^^And it was my last spring of 
all. I shall not be growing weak any more, or 
drawing hard breaths, when the first warm weather 
comes. It will be one season to me hereafter, al¬ 
ways the same.” He lifted his voice with percep¬ 
tible effort. “ I am talking too much. The rest I 
can say in a word. Only half a year has gone by, 
and you have another face on you entirely. I had 
noticed the small changes before, one by one. I 
saw the great change, all of a sudden, the day of 
the picnic. I see it a hundred times more now, as 
you .sit there. If it seemed to me like the face of 
a saint before, it is more like the face of a bar¬ 
keeper now ! ” 

This was quite too much. Theron rose, flushed 
to the temples, and scowled down at the helpless 
man in the chair. He swallowed the sharp words 
which came uppermost, and bit and moistened his 
lips as he forced himself to remember that this was 
a dying man, and Celia’s brother, to whom she was 
devoted, and whom he himself felt he wanted to be 
very fond of. He got the shadow of a smile on to 
his countenance. 

I fear you have tired yourself unduly,” he said, 
in as non-contentious a tone as he could manage. 
He even contrived a little deprecatory laugh. I 
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am afraid your real quarrel is with the air of Octa¬ 
vius. It agrees with me so wonderfully, — I am 
getting as fat as a seal. But I do hope I am no^r 
paying for it by such a wholesale deterioration in¬ 
side. If my own opinion could be of any value, I 
should assure you that I feel myself an infinitely 
better and broader and stronger man than I was 
when I came here.” 

Michael shook his head dogmatically. That is 
the greatest pity of all,” he said, with renewed earn¬ 
estness. ^^You are entirely deceived about your¬ 
self. You do not at all realize how you have altered 
your direction, or where you are going. It was a. 
great misfortune for you, sir, that you did not keej^ 
among your own people. That poor half-brother 
of mine, though the drink was in him when he said 
that same to you, never spoke a truer word. Keei;> 
among your own people, Mr. Ware 1 When you go 
among others — you know what I mean—you havo 
no proper understanding of what their sayings and 
doings really mean. You do not realize that they 
are held up by the power of the true Church, as 3. 
little child learning to walk is held up with a belt 
by its nurse. They can say and do things, and no 
harm at all come to them, which would mean de¬ 
struction to you, because they have help, and yoxi 
are walking alone. And so be said by me, Mr. 
Ware 1 Go back to the way you were brought u|p 
in, and leave alone the people whose ways aro 
different from yours. You are a married man, and 
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you are the preacher of a religion, such as it is. 
There can be nothing better for you than to go and 
strive to be a good husband, and to set a good 
example to the people of your Church, who look up 
to you — and mix yourself up no more with outside 
people and outside notions that only do you mis¬ 
chief. And that is what I wanted to say to you.’’ 

Theron took up his hat. I take in all kindness 
what you have felt it your duty to say to me, Mr. 
Madden,” he said. am not sure that I have 
altogether followed you, but I am very sure you 
mean it well.” 

“ I mean well by you,” replied Michael, wearily 
moving his head on the pillow, and speaking in an 
undertone of languor and pain, and I mean well 
by others, that are nearer to me, and that I have a 
right to care more about. When a man lies by the 
side of his open grave, he does not be meaning ill 
to any human soul.” 

«Yes — thanks — quite so!” faltered Theron. 
He dallied for an instant with the temptation to 
seek some further explanation, but the sight of 
Michael’s half-closed eyes and worn-out expression 
decided him against it. It did not seem to be 
expected, either, that he should shake hands, and 
with a few perfunctory words of hope for the in¬ 
valid’s recovery, which fell with a jarring note of 
falsehood upon his own ears, he turned and left the 
room. As he did so, Michael touched a bell on 
the table beside him. 
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Therou drew a long breath in the hull, as the 
curtain fell behind him. It was an immense relief 
to escape from the (Oppressive humiility aiul heat of 
the flower-room, and from that ridiculous bore of 
a Michael as well. 

The middle-aged, graveTaced servant, warned by 
the bell, stood waiting to conduct him to the door. 

I am sorry to liave missed Miss Madden,’’ he 
said to her. ^^She must be (|uite worn out Per¬ 
haps later in the day — ” 

** She will not be S(a ing anybody to-day,” re¬ 
turned tlie woman, She is going to New York 
this evening, and she is taking some rest against 
the journey,” 

Will she be away long?” he asked meehani- 
cally. llie servant’s answ(T, have no i<lea,” 
hardly penetrated his ('ouseiousness at all. 

He moved down th<‘ steps, and along the gravel 
to the street, in a ma/,e < jf mental confusion. When 
he reached the sidewalk, under tlie familiar elms, 
he paused, and made a (hflinite effort to pull his 
thoughts together, and take stock of what had 
happened, of what was going to liapjjen ; l»ut the 
thing baffled him. ft was as if .some drug had 
stupeOed his faculties. 

lie began to walk, and gradually saw tliat what 
he was thinking about was the fact (d' ( 'tflia’s (h*- 
parturc for New York that ev«*nitig. He staia’d at 
this fact, at first in its nak(*dness, tlum chitlu’d with 
reassuring suggestions tliat this was no doubt a trip 
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she very often made. There was a blind sense of 
comfort in this idea, and he rested himself upon it. 
Yes, of course, she travelled a great deal. New 
York must be as familiar to her as Octavius was to 
him. Her going there now was quite a matter of 
course, — the most natural thing in the world. 

Then there burst suddenly uppermost in his 
mind the other fact, —that Father Forbes was also 
going to New York that evening. The two things 
spindled upward, side by side, yet separately, in his 
mental vision; then they twisted and twined 
themselves together. He followed their convolu¬ 
tions miserably, walking as if his eyes were shut. 

In slow fashion matters defined and arranged 
themselves before him. The process of tracing 
their sequence was all torture, but there was no 
possibility, no notion, of shirking any detail of the 
pain. The priest had spoken of his efforts to per¬ 
suade Celia to go away for a few days, for rest and 
change of air and scene. He must have known 
only too well that she was going, but of that he 
had been careful to drop no hint. The possibility 
of accident was too slight to be worth considering. 
People on such intimate terms as Celia and the 
priest — people with such facilities for seeing each 
other whenever they desired — did not find them¬ 
selves on the same train of cars, with the same 
long journey in view,» by mere chance. 

Theron walked until dusk began to close in 
upon the autumn day. It grew colder, as he 
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turned his face homeward. He wondered .If it 
would freeze again over-night, and then remem¬ 
bered the shrivelled flowers in his wife’s garden. 
For a moment they shaped themselves in a picture 
before his mind’s eye; he saw their blackened 
foliage, their sicklied, drooping stalks, and wilted 
blooms, and as he looked, they restored themselves 
to the vigor and grace and richness of color of 
summer-time, as vividly as if they had been painted 
on a canvas. Or no, the picture he stared at was 
not on canvas, but on the glossy, varnished panel 
of a luxurious sleeping-car. He shook his head 
angrily and blinked his eyes again and again, to 
prevent their seeing, seated together in the open 
window above this panel, the two people he knew 
were there, gloved and habited for the night’s 
journey, waiting for the train to start. 

Very much to my surprise,” he found himself 
saying to Alice, watching her nervously as she laid 
the supper-table, I find I must go to Albany to¬ 
night. That is, it is n’t absolutely necessary, for 
that matter, but I think it may easily turn out to 
be greatly to my advantage to go. Something has 
arisen — I can’t speak about it as yet — but the 
sooner I see the Bishop about it the better. 
Things like that occur in a man’s life, where 
boldly striking out a line of« action, and following 
it up without an instant’s delay, may make all 
the difference in the world to him. To-morrow 
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it might be too late; and, besides, I can be home 
the sooner again.” 

Alice’s face showed surprise, but no trace of 
suspicion. She spoke with studied amiability dur¬ 
ing the meal, and deferred with such unexpected 
tact to his implied desire not to be questioned as 
to the mysterious motives of the journey, that his 
mood instinctively softened and warmed toward 
her, as they finished supper. 

He smiled a little. I do hope I sha’n’t have 
to go on to-morrow to New York; but these 
Bishops of ours arc such gad-abouts one never 
knows where to catch them. As like as not 
Sanderson may be down in New York, on Book- 
Concern business or something; and if he is, I 
shall have to chase him up. But, after all, perhaps 
the trip will do me good, — the change of air and 
scene, you know.” 

I’m sure I hope so,” said Alice, honestly 
enough. '^If you do go on to New York, I sup¬ 
pose you ’ll go by the river-boat. Everybody talks 
so much of that beautiful sail down the Hudson.” 

That’s an idea ! ” exclaimed Theron, welcom¬ 
ing it with enthusiasm. ^^It hadn’t occurred to 
me. If I do have to go, and it is as lovely as they 
make out, the next time I promise I won’t go with¬ 
out you, my girl. I /La 7 <e been rather out of sorts 
lately,” he continued. '^When I come back, I 
daresay 1 shall be feeling better, more like my old 
self, 'rhen I’m going to try, Alice, to be nicer to 
447 



THE DAMNATION OF IIIKRON WARE 


you than I have been of late. I hn afraicl there 
was only too much triitli in what you saul this 
morning.” 

Never mind what I said this morning — or any 
other time,” broke in Alice, softly. Don’t ever 
remember it again, Titerun, if uidy —<)nly— ” 

He rose as she spoke, moved roun<I the table to 
where she sat, and, bending t>ver her, stopped the 
faltering sentence with a kiss. When was it, he 
wondered, that he had last kissed her? It seemed 
years, ages, ago. 

An hour later, with hat ami overeoat on, ;uul las 
valise in his liand, he stood on the (UH)rstep the 
parsonag(‘, and kisstnl her oiua* more beh^re he 
turned and descended int<^ the clarkru'ss. I le frit 
like whistling as his feet sounded fmuly on the 
plank sidewalk lieyund the gate. U sremrd as if 
he had m*ver been in such capital good spirits 
before in his life. 
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The train was at a standstill somewhere, and the 
dull, ashen beginnings of daylight had made a first 
feeble start toward effacing the lamps in the car-roof, 
when the new day opened for Theron. A man who 
had just come in stopped at the seat upon which he 
had been stretched through the night, and, tapping 
him brusquely on the knee, said, “ I’m afraid I 
must trouble you, sir.” After a moment of sleep- 
burdened confusion, he sat up, and the man took 
the other half of the seat and opened a newspaper, 
still damp from the press. It was morning, then. 

Theron rubbed a clear space upon the clouded 
window with his thumb, and looked out. Ihere 
was nothing to be seen but a broad stretch of 
trac^ks, and beyond this the shadowed^ outlines of 
wagons and machinery in a yard, with a back¬ 
ground of factory buildings. 

The atmosphere in the car was vile beyond 
belief. He thought of opening the window, but 
feared that the peremptory-looking man with the 
paper, who had wakened him and made him sit 
up, might object. 'I'hey were the only people in 
the car who were sitting up. Backwards and for¬ 
wards, on cither side of the narrow aisle, the dim 
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light disclosed recimibcnt forms, curletl unconifort- 
ably into corners, or scrawling at didieult angles 
which involved the least interference with one 
another. Here and there an upturned face gave a 
livid [Kitch of surface fur the mingled play i»f the 
gray dawn and the yellow lamp-light. A ceaseless 
noise of snoring was in the air. 

He got up and walked to the tank of ke-water 
at the end of the aisle, and took a <lrink from the 
most inaccessible portion of the common tin emp’s 
rim. The happy idea of going otit <m the platft»rm 
struck him, and he acted upon it, T'he morning 
air was deiitdously cotd and fresh liy ctmtrast, and 
he filled his lungs with it again and again. Staiul- 
ing here, he could tliscern l)eyontl tlu* builditigs to 
the right the faint purplish outlines td great 
roundctl hills. Some workmen, one tg’them bear¬ 
ing a torch, wvxv. t'rout'hing alcmg uiulcr the siile 
of the train, pmnuling upiin tlu' r<*souaut wheels 
with small hammers. He r<a*alU-d having heard 
the same sound in the watches of the night, tluring 
a prolonged halt. Some one had sai<l it was Al» 
b:iny. He smiled in spite of himself at the thought 
that Mishop Sanderson would never know abtiut 
the visit he hat I missed. 

Swinging himstdf to the ground, he bent sitle- 
wise anti looked forwani down the Umg train. 
Therc were five, six, perhaps tmire, sleeping-tairs 
on in front. Which <me of them, he wtmtiered — 
and then there came the sharp ** All alKKinl I 
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from the other side, and he bundled up the steps 
again, and entered the car as the train slowly 
resumed its progress. 

He was wide-awake now, and quite at his ease. 
He took his scat, and diverted himself by winking 
gravely at a little child facing him on the next seat 
but one. There were four other children in the 
family party, encamped about the tired and still 
sleeping mother whose back was turned to Theron. 
He recalled now having noticed this poor woman 
last night, in the first stage of his journey, —how she 
fed her brood from one of the numerous baskets 
jiiled under their feet, and brought water in a tin 
dish of h(U* own from the tank to use in washing 
their faces with a rag, and loosened their clothes 
to dispose them for the night’s sleep. The face of 
the woman, her manner and slatternly aspect, and 
the general elTect of her belongings, bespoke 
scpialid ignorance and poverty. Watching her, 
Tlu;ron had felt curiously interested in the per¬ 
formance. In one sense, it was scarcely more 
human than the spectacle of a cat licking her 
kittens, or a cow giving suck to her calf. Yet, 
in another, was there anything more human? 

'The child who had wakened before the rest re- 
|!;ardcd him with pkufulity, declining to be amused 
l)y his winkings, but exhiliiting no other emotion. 
She had been playing by herself with a couple of 
buttons tied on a string, and after giving a civil 
amount of attention to Thcron’s grimaces, she 
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turned again to the superior attractions of this toy. 
Her self-possession, her capacity for self-entertain¬ 
ment, the care she took not to arouse the others, 
all impressed him very much. He felt in his 
pocket for a small coin, and, reaching forward, 
offered it to her. She took it calmly, bestowed a 
tranquil gaze upon him for a moment, and went 
back to the buttons. Her indifference produced 
an unpleasant sensation upon him somehow, and 
he rubbed the steaming window clear again, and 
stared out of it. 

The wide river lay before him, flanked by a pre¬ 
cipitous wall of cliffs which he knew instantly must 
be the Palisades. There was an advertisement 
painted on them which he tried in vain to read. 
He was surprised to find they interested him so 
slightly. He had heard all his life of the Hudson, 
and especially of it just at this point. The reality 
seemed to him almost commonplace. His failure 
to be thrilled depressed him for the moment. 

I suppose those are the Palisades ? he asked 
his neighbor. 

The man glanced up from his paper, nodded, 
and made as if to resume his reading. But- his 
eye had caught something in the prospect through 
the window which arrested his attention. ^^By 
George ! he exclaimed, and lifted himself to get 
a clearer view. 

What is it? asked Theron, peering forth as 
well. 
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Nothing j only Barclay Wendover’s yacht is 
still there. There’s been a hitch of some sort. 
They were to have left yesterday.” 

^^Is that it, — that long black thing?” queried 
Theron. ^^That can’t be a yacht, can it?” 

What do you think it is ? ” answered the 
other. They were looking at a slim, narrow hull, 
lying at anchor, silent and motionless on the drab 
expanse of water. If that ain’t a yacht, they 
have n’t begun building any yet. They Te taking 
her over to the Mediterranean for a cruise, you 
know, — around India and Japan for the winter, 
and home by the South Sea islands. Friend o’ 
mine’s in the party. Wouldn’t mind the trip 
myself.” 

But do you mean to say,” asked Theron, 
^^that that little shell of a thing can sail across 
the ocean? Why, how many people would she 
hold?” 

The man laughed. ^^Well,” he said, there’s 
room for two sets of quadrilles in the chief saloon, 
if the rest keep their legs well up on the sofas. 
But there’s only ten or a dozen in the party this 
time. More than that rather get in one another’s 
way, especially with so many ladies on board.” 

Theron asked no more questions, but bent his 
head to see the last of this wonderful craft. The 
sight of it, and what he had heard about it, sud¬ 
denly gave point and focus to his thoughts. He 
knew at last what it was that had lurked, formless 
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and iiiulesigmitedj these many days in the back¬ 
ground of his dreams. Hie |»ieture rose in his 
mind now of Celia as the mistress of a ymdit. 
He could sec her reclining in a low easy«t*hair 
upon the poiislictl deck, with the big white sails 
billowing bchintl her, and tfm sun shining upon 
the tlcep blue waves, anti glistening through the 
splash of spray in tlie air, and weaving a halo 
of glowing gold about her fair liead. Alg how 
the tender visions ertiwded now upon him 1 
Eternal summer basked round this emdiauted yaeht 
of his faiK'y, — summer sought now in Seottish 
firths or Niwwegian fiords, now in quaint <»ld 
Southern harbors, abla/.e witli the hues <»f strange 
costumes and half tnipiral tlowers and fruits, now 
in far-away ()riental bays and lagoons, <jr aniniig 
the coral reefs and palm trees of the huuritius 
Eacifua Ilctlwell tqum tlu'se new iiuagiuiiigs with 
the fervent bnging of an inland Imm boy. Every 
vague yearning he had i‘ver felt iowartl saltwater 
stirred again in his blooil at the thought of the 
sea ~ with (a*iia. 

Why not? She had never visited any fireign 
land. ^CSometime,” slie ha<l saiifsometime, luj 
douht I will.” He could hear again the wistful, 
musing tone of her voice. Hie thought had fas ' 
dnations fur her, it was dear, Htav irresistibly 
would it nut ap|)eal to her, firesentiHl with the 
added charm of a roving, vagrant intlepcndence 
on the high seas^ free to speed in iier snowwinged 
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chariot wherever she willed over the deep, loitering 
in this place, or up-helm-and-away to another, with 
no more care or weight of responsibility than the 
gulls tossing through the air in her wake ! 

Theron felt, rather than phrased to himself, that 
there would not be ten or a dozen in the party ” 
on that yacht. Without defining anything in his 
mind, he breathed in fancy the same bold ocean 
breeze which filled the sails, and toyed with Celia’s 
hair j he looked with her as she sat by the rail, 
and saw the same waves racing past, the same vast 
dome of cloud and ether that were mirrored in 
her brown eyes, and there was no one else any- 
wlierc near them. Even the men in sailors’ 
clothes, who would lie pulling at ropes, or climbing 
up tarred ladtlcrs, kept themselves considerately 
outsitle the ]>icture. Only Celia sat there, and at 
her feet, gazing up again into her face as in the 
forest, the man whose whole being had been 
consecrated to her service, her worship, by the 
kiss. 

You ’vc passed it now. I was trying to point 
out the Jumcl house to you, — where Aaron Burr 
lived, you know.” 

Theron roused himself from his day-dream, and 
notldcd with a <u:>nfusecl smile at his neighbor. 
'^T'hanks,” lie faltered ; I didn’t hear you. The 
train makes such a noise, and I must have been 
dozing.” 

He looked about him. The night aspect, as of 
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a tramps’ knlginf; house, h:ul (|uitt‘ 
from tile car. ICvervhody was sitting u|i; anti tiie 
more impatkmt were luahnning to etdleet tlu*ir 
bmuiles aiul haiuhlKigs frtan the raeks anti tltnir. 
An expressman came tlnougln jangling a htige 
bunch of lirass chetics on ieatht'rn tliongs tiver his 
arm, anti held |)arley with passengta’s altmg the 
aisle. Outside, citifietl streets, with stttres anti 
factories, were alternating in the nu>ving paiun'aniii 
with open iields ; anti, evtui as lie ltM»ketl, these 
vacant spaces ceased aUtigtaluw, and successive 
regular lines of pavement, lietween two tall rtiws td 
houses all alike, liegan to stretch out, wheel tti the 
right, anti swing off tmt of view, ft>r all the wtuhl 
like the avenues <d‘ luip-poh'S he rememhered as a 
boy. dlien was a long tunnel, its darkiu'.vi bmken 
at staled intturals by brief lairsts of «layligiit honi 
oveiiiead, and tmt of this ail at tuu'c tile train 
drew up its full length in stmie vast, vai'iiely lightetl 
enclosure, aiul stopped. 

** Yes, this is New York,” said the man, folding 
up his paper, and springing Ui his feet, dlie 
narrow aislt! was filhsl with many tuliers wlio hati 
betui prompter still; ami Hieron sttuni, bag in 
hantl, waiting till this energetic throng ^.Iunlld have 
puslu'd itself Innlily pa^U. Iiim ftutii fnmi the t ar, 
I'heu he himself maiie his way out, drifting with 
a sense of helplessness in their resoluit' wake. 
There rose in Ills ndmi tlie sudiicn convic tion that 
he would be too late. All the passetigers in the 
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forward sleepers would be gone before he could 
get there. Yet even this terror gave him no new 
power to get ahead of anybody else in the tightly 
|)a(.:ked throng. 

Once on the broad platform^, the others started 
oil briskly; they all seemed to know just where 
they wanted to go, and to feel that no instant of 
time was to be lost in getting there. Theron 
himself caught som« of this urgent spirit, and 
hurled himself along in the throng with reckless 
haste, knocking his bag against peoples' legs, but 
mn'er pausing f)r apology or comment until he 
found himself abreast of the locomotive at the 
head of tlu; train. He drew asule from the main 
(uirreut lierc, and began searching the platform, 
far arul near, for those he had travelled so far 
to fiml. 

The platform em])tied itself. Theron lingered 
on in puz/led hesitation, and looked about him. 
In the whole immense station, with its acres of 
lra,eks and footways, and its incessantly shifting 
processions of |)et>plc, there was visible nobody 
t‘lse who setaued also in doubt, or who appeared 
ca[)ablc cd' syiuiaathizing with indecision in any 
ftu'm. Another train came in, some way over to 
the right, and before it had fairly stopped, swarms 
of eagitr men began ])oiling out of each end of 
each (‘ar, litt?r;illy i)recipitating themselves over one 
anotlku*, it seemed to Theron, in their excited 
dash down the steps. As they caught their foot- 
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ing below, they started rac'ing peli-iuell down tlie 
])latform to its eiui ; there he saw them, looking 
iiKire than ever like chistered ht*es in the dis« 
tanee, struggling vehemently in a dense mass up a 
stalrease in the remote eorner tjf the built ling. 

‘* \Vhat are thi)se folks rinming for? Is there a 
fire?” he asked an amiable laeetl yt)ung nmlattti, 
in the uniform of the slee|»ing t'ar serviec, who 
passed him with some liglu hami bags. 

*0No; they^s Harlem pet»p}e, I giiess ~ j(‘s' 
catchird the Idcvateil — that’s all, sir/’ lie an- 
swereil obligingly. 

At tile nunnent some passtmgtTS emerged sltiwiy 
from oiu‘ t)f the slet'ping-ears, ami t'ame Itutering 
toward him. 

Why, are there people still in tlu' .e <'ars? ” he 
asked engtu'ly. Haven’t tlu*y all r.om-j*” 

** Some has; some aJn’t/' the p<»iter irpliiul, 
M’hey most generally tak<* tlaur time aliuut it. 
I'hey ain’t no hurry, so it>ug’s they get i»ut 'fore 
we’re drawn round to the iiiill^yanl.” 

'There was still hope, then, Ther<»u to<»k n[» 
liis bag and walkeil forward, intent upt»n lindine, 
some plaee from whieh he < tmid vvMt< h un»»b .rt\« i| 
tint bel’ited stragglers issuing tiom the sharping- 
cars. He started bark all at out e, < »inir«mtetl by 
a semi'canle tif violent men with whips and 
badges, who .stunned his hearing !»y a smiden van if 
erous outburst of shouts and ya’lla. 'They made 
furious gestures at him with their whips and lists. 
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to enforce the incoherent babel of their voices; 
and in these gestures, as in their faces and cries, 
there seemed a great deal of menace and very- 
little invitation. There was a big policeman 
sauntering near by, and Theron got the idea that 
it was his presence alone which protected him from 
open violence at the hands of these savage hack- 
men. He tightened his clutch on his valise, and, 
turning his back on them and their uproar, tried 
to brave it out and stand where he was. But the 
policeman came lounging slowly toward him, with 
such authority in his swaying gait, and such urban 
omniscience written all over his broad, sandy face, 
that he lost heart, and beat an abrupt retreat off to 
the right, where there were a number of doorways, 
near which other people had ventured to put down 
baggage on the floor. 

Here, somewhat screened from observation, he 
stood for a long time, watching at odd moments 
the ceaselessly varying phases of the strange scene 
about him, but always keeping an eye on the train 
he had himself arrived in. It -was slow and dis¬ 
piriting work, A dozen times his heart faded him, 
and he said to himself mournfully that he had had 
his journey for nothing. Then some new figure 
would appear, alighting from the steps of a sleeper, 
and hope revived in his breast. 

At last, when over half an hour of expectancy 
had been marked off by the big clock overhead, 
his suspense came to an end. He saw Father 
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Forbes’ erect and substantial form, standing on tlie 
car platform nearest of all, balancing himself wiiii 
his white hands on the rails, waiting sometliing. 
d'hen after a little he <'ame tluwn, followed by a 
black porter, whose arms were burdenta! by mi» 
merous bags and parcels. Tlie two stood a minute 
or so more in hesitation at the side t>f the steps. 
Then Celia descended, aiul the three advancetL 
I'hc importance of nt)t being <liscovere<i was 
uppermost in Thertuds miml, now that he saw 
them a('tually coming toward him, I le hatl avoitlctl 
this tiu: previous evening, in tlie Octavius dt‘pt»t, 
with some skill, he tlatteretl himself. It gave him 
a |>k‘asurable sense of being a man tif affairs, 
almost a detective, to be eonfronted by the neces¬ 
sity now of baflling observation onee again. lie 
was still rather without plans for kec[»iiig them in 
view, on<a! tiu^y left tlu* station. IIt‘ had supptiseil 
that he would Ik* .a])le to hear what lintel tluyv <li- 
rected their clriver to take them to. and, failing 
that, he had fostered a notion, based upon a story 
he had ns'ul when a boy, <jf llirtiwing himself into 
another csirriage, and ImltUng. Ids driviS’ to pur aic 
them in hot haste, aiul on his life nut fail t<i 
trat’k tliem down. 'These devitsss ja'cmed some* 
wiiat empty, now that the urgent moment was at 
hand ; and as he drew back behiml some <aiu‘r 
loiterers, out of view, he sharply racked his wits 
for .some way of coping with this uuist pressing 
problem. 

460 


THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


It turned out, however, that there was no diffi¬ 
culty at all. Father Forbes and Celia seemed to 
have no use for the hackmen, but moved straight 
forward toward the street, through the doorway 
next to that in which Theron cowered. He stole 
round, and followed them at a safe distance, mak¬ 
ing Celia’s hat, and the portmanteau perched on 
the shoulder of the porter behind her, his guides. 
To his surprise, they still kept on their course 
when they had reached the sidewalk, and went over 
the pavement across an open square which spread 
itself directly in front of the station. Hanging as 
far behind as he dared, he saw them pass to the 
other sidewalk diagonally opposite, proceed for a 
block or so along this, and then separate at a cor¬ 
ner. Celia and the negro lad went down a side 
street, and entered the door of a vast, tall red¬ 
brick building which occupied the whole block. 
The priest, turning on his heel, came back again 
and went boldly up the broad steps of the front 
entrance to this same structure, which Theron now 
discovered to be the Murray Hill Hotel. 

Fortune had indeed favored him. He not only 
knew where they were, but he had been himself a 
witness to the furtive way in which they entered 
the house by different doors. Nothing in his own 
limited experience of hotels helped him to com¬ 
prehend the notion of a separate entrance for 
ladies and their luggage. He did not feel quite 
sure about the significance of what he had observed, 
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in his own mind. But it %vas apparent to him 
that there was something imtU-rhaiuicd about iL 
After lingering awhile on the .^teps ot the liott'l, 
and satisfying himself by j>eeps tiirough the glass 
doors that the coast was clear, he xcninretl inside. 
The great Ci^rrltlor contained many people, iamiing, 
going; or standing alnmt, Imt none i>f them paid 
any attention to him. At last he made ii|» hk 
mind, aiul beekonetl a eoUired hoy to him fnnn ;i 
group gathereil in the shadows of the big cauitral 
staircase. iix[ilaining that he tlid not at that mo« 
ment wish a room, but tlesired lu leave hbli;tg, the 
hoy took him to a eloak-nnun, anti got him a«*herk 
fur the thing. With this in his poc ket he Celt 
himself more at his ease, and turiual tt^ walk 
away. 'Then smldenly he wheeled* uud* broitb 
ing his hotly ewer the eounttn* thi' ^ lo.sk r«Hun, 
astonishetl tiie attendant insi<U‘ by the eager¬ 
ness with which lu? scmtini/.i-d the piled nnvs of 
portmanteaus, trunks, <»veretiats, and bitndtes in 
the little eneUistirc*. 

Wii.it is it yt)U want? Here's your leig, if 
you're loc^king hu' tiuit,” this man !«aid to him. 

thanks; it's niUiun);/’ rephmi Tiuu'em, 
slraighleuiug himself again. He hatl ha«l a narrow 
i!S(Mpe. I’iither I'orlies and <‘eha, walking sith* by 
side, had esum* thnvn the small passage’ m wiiidt 
he stoiHi, and liafl passed him so c ki-^ely that he 
had fell her dress lu’iish against hitn. Eorturialely 
he had seen them in time; and by thriving Immielf 
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half into the cloak-room, had rendered recognition 
impossible. 

He walked now in the direction they had taken, 
till he came to the polite colored man at an open 
door on the left, who was bowing people into the 
breakfast room. Standing in the doorway, he 
looked about him till his eye lighted upon his two 
friends, seated at a small table by a distant window, 
with a black waiter, card in hand, bending over in 
consultation with them. 

Returning to the corridor, he made bold now to 
march up to the desk and examine the register. 
The priest’s name was not there. He found only 
;he brief entry, “ Miss Madden, Octavius,” written, 
lot by her, but by Father Forbes. On the line 
vere two numbers in pencil, with an and ” be- 
ween them. An indirect question to one of the 
derks helped him to an explanation of this. When 
here were two numbers, it meant that the guest in 
[uestion had a parlor as well as a bedroom. 

Here he drew a long, satisfied breath, and 
urned away. The first half of his quest stood 
.ompleted, — and that much more fully and easily 
ban he had dared to hope. He could not but 
eel a certain new respect for himself as a man of 
esource and energy. He had demonstrated that 
eople could not fool with him with impunity. 

It remained to decide what he would do with 
is discovery, now that it had been so satisfactorily 
lade. As yet, he had given this hardly a thought. 
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Even now, it did not thrust itself forward as a 
thing demanding instant attention. It was much 
more important, first of all, to get a good break¬ 
fast. He had learned that there was another and 
less formal eating-place, downstairs in the base¬ 
ment by the bar, with an entrance from the street. 
He walked down by the inner stairway instead, 
feeling himself already at home in the big hotel. 
He ordered an ample breakfast, and came out 
while it was being served to wash and have his 
boots blacked, and he gave the man a quarter of a 
dollar. His pockets were filled with silver quarters, 
half-dollars, and dollars almost to a burdensome 
point, and in his valise was a bag full of smaller 
change, including many rolls of copper cents 
which Alice always counted and packed up on 
Mondays. In the hurry of leaving he had brought 
with him the church collections for the past two 
weeks. It occurred to him that he must keep a 
strict account of his expenditure. Meanwhile he 
gave ten cents to another man in a silk-sleeved 
cardigan jacket, who had merely stood by and 
looked at him while his boots were being polished. 
There was a sense of metropolitan affluence in the 
very atmosphere. 

The little table in the adjoining room, on which 
Theron found his meal in waiting for him, seemed 
a vision of delicate napery and refined appoint¬ 
ments in his eyes. He was wolfishly hungry, and 
the dishes he looked upon gave him back assur- 
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ances by sight and smell that he was very happy 
as well. The servant in attendance had an ex¬ 
tremely white apron and a kindly black face. He 
bowed when Theron looked at him, with the air 
of a lifelong admirer and humble friend. 

I suppose you ’ll have claret with your break¬ 
fast, sir?” he remarked, as if it were a matter of 
course. 

^^Why, certainly,” answered Theron, stretching 
his legs contentedly under the table, and tucking 
the corner of his napkin in his neckband.—^^cer¬ 
tainly, my good man.” 
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A'r tea o^clock llicron, Uiiteriut^ near the book¬ 
stall in the corritior, saw Father Innhes <anne 
downstairs, pass out through the big front tloors, 
get into a cairriage, and driv’c away. 

I'liis rciievetl him of a certain sense of respon¬ 
sibility, and lie retired to a corner sofa aiul sat 
down. The detective si<lc of him being oO' duty, 
St) to s|)eak, there was leisure at last hir relha-tion 
upon the other aspetUs of his missinti. Vt‘s ; it was 
high tiuu‘ for him to tanisider what iu' siiould tlo 
next. 

It was easier tt) rectjgui/e this fact, lu)vvcver, 
than to act uj)on it. His mitul was full of tricksy 
devices for elmling this task of serious tlunight 
which he sought to impose upon it. It seenu‘<l so 
nuK'h pleasanter not to think at all but jtist to 
drift. He found himself watcdiing with envy the 
men who, as they <'ame out from their brt'akfast, 
walked over to tlu* liookstall, ami bought cigars 
fi’ijm ihv n)w of l^cjxes nestling tliere among the 
news|)aper piles. 'They liati sueli evident <lelig!ii 
in tlu; work of seletUiou ; they took otf tlu’ ciuls iif 
the cigars so carefully, and lighted them with such 
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meditative attention, — he could see that he was 
wofiilly handicapped by not knowing how to smoke. 
He had had the most wonderful breakfast of his 
life, but even in the consciousness of comfortable 
repletion which pervaded his being, there was an 
obstinate sense of something lacking. No doubt 
a good cigar was the thing needed to round out 
the perfection of such a breakfast. He half 
rose once, fired by a sudden resolution to go over 
and get one. But of course that was nonsense; it 
would only make him sick. He sat down, and 
determinedly set himself to thinking. 

The cOort finally brought fruit — and of a kind 
whi(‘ii gave him a very unhappy quarter of an 
hour, 'fhe lover ixirt of him was uppermost now, 
insistently exposing all its raw surfaces to the stings 
and scxilds of jealousy. Up to this moment, his 
brain had always evaded the direct question of 
how he and the priest relatively stood in Celia’s 
e.stiinalion. It forced itself remorselessly upon 
him now; and his thoughts, so far from shirking 
the subject, seemed to rise up to meet it. It was 
extremely unpleasant, all this. 

But then a calmer view asserted itself. Why go 
out of his way to invent anguish for himself? The 
relations between Celia and the priest, whatever 
they might he, were certainly of old standing, 
'i'hey had begun before his time. His own 
rt)mancc was a more recent afhiir, and must take 
its place, of course, subject to existing conditions. 
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It was all right for him to come to New York, and 
satisfy his legitimate curiiisity as to the exact 
character and sco|>e of tiiese conditions. But it 
was foolish to pretend to lie ama/ed or <lisuuiyed 
at the discovery of their existence. I'hey were a 
part of the situation which he, with his eyes wide 
open, had accepted. It was his functkm to 
triumph over tluun, to sup|)lant them, to rear the 
edifice of his own victorious passion upon their 
mins. It was to this that Ch'lia’s kiss had invited 
him. It was for this that he had ctmie to New 
York. To let his purpose he hampered or 
thwarted now by childish <hHihts atul jealousies 
would be ridiculous. 

He rose, and holding himself very erect, walked 
with measured deliberation across the ciirridor ami 
up the broad staircaista 'fiien^ was an ch'vator 
near at hand, he liad noticed, hut he preferre<l the 
.stairs. One or two of the <*nlor<’d hoys clustered 
about the foot of the stairs looked at him, and he 
had a moment of <Irea<iful apprehension lest they 
should stop his [progress. Nothing was saitl, and 
he went on. I’he muuhers on the first ihmr wt‘re 
not what he wanted, and after .stmu* wandering 
about he asceiuietl to the next, and then to the 
third. ICvcry now and then he <metiuntered at¬ 
tendants, Init intuitively he bore himsc*lf with an 
air of knowing what he was about which proiectetl 
him from irKpiiry. 

Finally he came upon tlie halhway he souglit. 
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Passing along, he found the doors bearing the 
numbers he had memorized so well. They were 
quite close together, and there was nothing to help 
him guess which belonged to the parlor. He hesi¬ 
tated, gazing wistfully from one to the other. In 
the instant of indecision, even while his alert ear 
caught the sound of feet coming along toward the 
passage in which he stood, a thought came to 
quicken his resolve. It became apparent to him 
that his discovery gave him a certain new measure 
of freedom with Celia, a sort of right to take things 
more for granted than heretofore. He chose a door 
at random, and rapped distinctly on the panel. 

Come 1 ” 

The voice he knew for Celia’s. The single word, 
however, recalled the usage of Father Forbes, which 
he had noted more than once at the pastorate, 
when Maggie had knocked. 

He straightened his shoulders, took his hat off, 
and pushed open the door. It was the parlor, — 
a room of sofas, pianos, big easy-chairs, and luxuri¬ 
ous bric-a-brac. A tall woman was walking up and 
down in it, with bowed head. Her back was at 
the moment toward him ] and he looked at her, 
saying to himself that this was the lady of his 
dreams, the enchantress of the kiss, the woman 
who loved him — but somehow it did not seem to 
his senses to be Celia. 

She turned, and moved a step or two in his di¬ 
rection before she mechanically lifted her eyes, and 
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saw who was stamiing in her tit)orway. She stopped 
short, and regarded him. Her fat'c was in the 
shadow, and ho eould make out nothing of its 
expression, save tiuit there was a general dfeet 
of gravity about it. 

I cannot receive you,” she said. must 

go aw^ay. You have no Inisincss U) ctune like this 
without sending ig> your eartld’ 

Theron stuiled at her. The notion of taking in 
earnest her inhos[)itahle words tlitl not at all oeetir 
to him. I le eouUl see now tluit tier faee luul Vi’xetl 
and saddened lines upon it, anti the sharpness tif 
luTtonc remained in his cars. Hut he smiled again 
gently, to reassure her. 

I ought to have sent up my name, I kntuv,” he 
said, ** but I could idt lu’ar to wait. I ju:a saw 
your name on the xvi^hWv, ;md ymi a*/// fugive 
me, won’t you? — I ran you at ojt< <•, I know 
you won’t have the lieart to setul me away ! ” 

She stood where site had halietl, her antis behind 
her, looking hitn fixedly in the tatax He h;ul math* 
a movement to advance, aiu! offer his hami in 
greeting, but lier |HJSture cIuh kod tlu' impulse. 
His courage liegan to falter under her inspia titm. 

Must I really gt) down again?” he pleatied. 
It’s a crushing penalty in sutler tor such a little 
indiscretion. I was so excited to fiiul you were 
here — I never stopped Ui think- Don’t sentl me 
away ; please don’t! ” 

Celia raised her head. ** WrU, shut the tloor, 
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then/^ she said, since you are so anxious to stay. 
You would have done much better, though, very 
much better indeed, to have taken the hint and 
gone away.’^ 

you shake hands with me, Celia?” he 
asked softly, as he came near her. 

Sit there, please 1 ” she made answer, indicating 
a chair in the middle of the room. He obeyed 
her, but to his surprise, instead of seating herself 
as well, she began walking up and down the length 
of the iloor again. After a turn or two she stopped 
in front of him, and looked him full in the eye. 
T'he light from the windows was on her countenance 
now, and its revelations vaguely troubled him. It 
was a Celia he had never seen before who con¬ 
fronted him. 

I am much occupied by other matters,” she 
said, sptaiking with cold impassivity, ''but still I 
fmd myself curious to know just what limits you set 
to your dishonesty.” 

dlieron stared up at her. His lips quivered, but 
no speech came to them. If this was all merely 
fond playfulness, it was being carried to a heart- 
aching point. 

" I saw you hiding about in the depot at home 
last evening,” she went on. " You come up here, 
|)rettmding to have discovered me by accident, but 
I saw you following me from the Grand Central 
this morning.” 

Yes, I did both these things,” said Theron, 
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boldly. A fine bravery tingled in his veins all at 
once. He looked into lu‘r fat'c and tbuiul the 
spirit to disregard its frowning aspe<'t. ** Yes, I 
ditl themd’ke repeated defiantly. “ d‘hat is nut 
the hundredth part, or the thousandth part, of what 
I would do for your sake. I have got way bevutul 
caring for any conseipienees. !V>sition, li'pulation, 
the good opinion of fools,what are they? life 
itself^ — what does it amount to? Nothing at all — 
with you in the balanee ! 

Yes— but I am not in the !»:danee,’* (diserveil 
Celia\ (juietly. ** I'hat is where you have made 
your mistake.*’ 

I'heron laul aside his hat. Women were eurkms 
ereatures, he reflected. Some were susceptible to 
one line of Ireatnumt, some U> another. His tnvn 
reading of Helia luul always been that sht- liketl 
opposition, of a smart, rattling, almteacheeky, suit. 
One got on liest with her by saying bright things. 
He seardual his brain now fur some clever (|uip 
that would strike s|Kirks from the adamantine moo<l 
wlut’h for the moment it was Iut whim t<» assume. 
I’o ('over tiie prot'ess, he smiled a little. Then ht'f 
bt'aniy, as slie stood befure him, her (jueenly funn 
dad in a more stifily fashionable die^s tlian lu'had 
seen her wearing before*, a|)pealed afo'sh and over¬ 
whelmingly to him. He rose to his feet. 

lave you forgotten our talk in the woods?” 
lie murmuretl with a wooing nutc. ” Have you 
forgotten the kiss?“' 
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She shook her head calmly. I have forgotten 
nothing.” 

^*Then why play with me so cruelly now?” he 
went on, in a voice of tender deprecation. I know 
you don’t mean it, but all the same it bruises my 
heart a little. I build myself so wholly upon you, 
I have made existence itself depend so completely 
upon your smile, upon a soft glance in your eyes, 
that when they are not there, why, I suffer, I don’t 
know how to live at all. So be kinder to me, 
Celia I ” 

I was kinder, as you call it, when you came 
in,” she re]>lied. I told you to go away. That 
was pure kindness, — more kindness than you 
deserved.” 

Theron looked at his hat, where it stood on the 
carpet l)y his feet. He felt tears coming into his 
eyes. You tell me that you remember,” he said, 
in depressed tones, ‘‘and yet you treat me like 
this 1 Perhaps I am wrong. No doubt it is my 
own fault. I suppose I ought not to have come 
down here at all.” 

('elia nodded her head in assent to this view. 

“ But I swear that I was helpless in the matter,” 
he burst forth. “ I had to come ! It would have 
been literally impossible for me to have stayed at 
liome, knowing that you were here, and knowing 
also that — that — ” 

(h) on 1 ” said Celia, thrusting forth her under¬ 
lip a trille, and hardening still further the gleam in 
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her eye, as he Htmnl)lecl over his sentence and 
left it unfinished. “ What was the other thing that 
you were ‘ knowing ’ ? ” 

‘^vnowing, — ” he took up the word hesitat- 
ingly, — knovving that life would he insupptjrtahle 
to me if 1 could not l>e near yini.” 

She curled her lip at him. ** \‘ou skated ovtT 
the thin s|K)t very well,” she commented. It 
was on the tip of your tongue to mention the fa<*t 
that Father !''orhes came witii me. Oh, I can 
read you througli mitl through, Mr, Ware.” 

In a misty way d'heron felt things sli[j[nng from 
his grasp, d'he rising moisture hlurrcil his eyes as 
their ga/c clung to Oclia. 

'‘I'hen if you do read me,” he protested, ** you 
must know how utterly iny heart and hrain are 
filled with you. No oilier man in all tlu* worhl 
can yield himself so absolutely to tlu' wmiiau he 
worships as I can. You have taken juisschsion of 
me so wholly, 1 am not in the least master ui 
myself any more. I don’t know what I say or 
w'hat I do, ! am iiai w<irthy of you, I kiu>w. No 
man alive could he that. Fait no (UU’ else will 
idolize and reverence* you as I <lo. F,<‘lievt* iiu‘ 
when I say that, (Vila! And how tan you hlauie 
me, in your lieart, for folltnving ytni? Whither 
thou guest, I will go, and where thuu Italgesl i 
will hnige ; thy people sliall he my people, ami 
thy (aHl my <dod ; where tluai dirst, will I die, 
md there will I be buried. I'hc Lord do so to 
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me, and more also, if aught but death part thee 
and me I ” 

Celia shrugged her shoulders, and moved a few 
steps away from him. Something like despair 
seized upon him. 

‘^Surely,” he urged with passion, — surely I 
have a right to remind you of the kiss ! ” 

She turned. ^‘The kiss,” she said meditatively. 
‘^Yes, you have a right to remind me of it. Oh, 
yes, an undoubted right. You have another right 
too, — the right to have the kiss explained to you. 
It was of the good-bye order. It signified that we 
were n’t to meet again, and that just for one little 
moment I permitted myself to be sorry for you. 
That was all.” 

He held himself erect under the incredible 
words, and gazed blankly at her. The magnitude 
of what he confronted bewildered him; his mind 
was incapable of taking it in. You mean — ” he 
started to say, and then stopped, helplessly staring 
into her face, with a dropped jaw. It was too 
much to try to think what she meant. 

A little side-thought sprouted in the confusion 
of his brain. It grew until it spread a bitter 
smile over his pale face. I know so little about 
kisses,” he said ; I am such a greenhorn at that 
sort of thing. You should have had pity on my 
inexperience, and told me just what brand of kiss 
it was I was getting. Probably I ought to have 
been able to distinguish, but you see I was brought 
475 



THE DAMNATION OF I'HKRON WARE 


up in the country — on a farm, I'hey don’t have 
kisses in assorted varieties tluTc,” 

She bowed her head slightly, Ves, you are 
entitled to say that,” she assented. ** I was to 
blamCj and it is cpiite fair that you shi)uld tell me 
so. You spoke of your inexperience, yt)ur iiuu)«» 
cence. I'hat was why I kisseil you in saying 
good-bye. It was in memory of that innocence of 
yours, to which you yourself had !)een busy saying 
good-bye ever since I first saw you. T'he ulca 
seemed to me to mean something at the moment. 
I sec now that it was too subtle. 1 do not usually 
err on that si<le,” 

Theron kept his hold upon her gaxe, as if it 
affurdcil him botlily stippurt He felt that he 
ought to stoop and take up his hat, but he (hired 
not look away from her. Do you not err now, 
on the side of cruelty? ” he asked her futeously. 

It seemed for tlu* instant as if she wiv waver¬ 
ing, and he swiftly thrust forth other pleas, ** I 
admit that I did wrong to follow ytm to New York. 
I see tlKit now. But it was an ofience committed 
in entire good faith. T’hink of it. (Vila ! I have 
never seen you since that day, — that day in tiie 
woods. I have waitt*d« -and waited with no 
sign from yon, no chance of seeing you at all. 
Tliink wliat that meant to me I Everything in tlie 
world had been altered for me, turrr up by the 
roots. I was a new being, plunged into a new 
existence. The kiss had done that. Hut until I 
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saw you again, I could not tell whether this vast 
change in me and my life was for good or for bad, 
— whether the kiss had come to me as a blessing 
or a curse. The suspense was killing me, Celia ! 
Tint is why, when I learned that you were coming 
here, I threw everything to the winds and followed 
you. You blame me for it, and I bow my head 
and accept the blame. But are you justified in 
punishing me so terribly, — in going on after 
I have confessed my error, and cutting my 
heart into little strips, putting me to death by 
torture ? ” 

Sit <lown,” said Celia, with a softened weari¬ 
ness in her voice. She seated herself in front of 
him as ho sank into his chair again. don’t 
want to give you unnecessary pain, but you have 
insistcil on forcing yourself into a position where 
there is n’t anything else but pain. I warned you 
to go away, but you wouldn’t. No matter how 
gently I may try to explain things to you, you are 
bound to get nothing but suffering out of the 
explanation. Now shall I still go on? ” 

He indineil his head in token of assent, and 
did not lift it again, but raised toward her a dis¬ 
consolate gaze from a pallid, drooping face. 

It is all in a single word, Mr. Ware,” she pro¬ 
ceeded, in low tones. '' I speak for others as well 
as myself, mind you,—we find that you are a 
bore.” 

Tlieron’s stiffened countenance remained im- 
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movable. He Ci)ntinued to stare imldiakingly up 
into iier eyes. 

We were tiisposcui to like you very nmeh when 
we first knew you,” (Alia went on. ** Vou im¬ 
pressed us as an iniiot'eat. simpie. i^tuiuine young 
character, full of mother’s milk, !t was like the 
smell of early spring in the country tt> iauae in 
contact witli you. Your lumesty i»f nature, your 
sim'erity in tluit absurd religltui of ViUirs, your 
general /M/Vr/e of mental ami .spiritttal g«'t itp, all 
pleased us a great tkaiL We thought you were 
going to he a reed ae(|uisilit>m’* 

**Just a moment— vviiom do you mean by 
^we'?’^ He asked tlie <|ucstiou (‘almly emmgh, 
but in a voice with an effect of distati<a‘ in it. 

it may not W necessary U) eutm* irUt» that/' 
she replied, Lti. meijotm. Put then it beramc 
appaixml, little by little, that wc h.iil misitaigi'd 
yiUi. W‘e liked you, as I luivv ?;;iitl, bet ause you 
were unsupiusliealtMl and iiehghlfully fresh and 
natural. Stmudunv we took it for you 

would stay so. Put that is just what V‘»u tlid n‘t 
tlo,—«just whal you hadn’t tite sem.e t»i tiv to «!.*. 
Instead, wt‘ found you inllatimt yotn .elf with all 
stu'ts of egiUiims and vanitie.. We tound you 
presuming upon tlic friiani Jup. whirh had bmi 
mistakenly extended to yotn IHj you want in- 
siama's? You wcait to Hr, Peilsmar's hou»e that 
very day after I liad beam with y<»u to get a piaiui 
at 'riiurston’s, and tried to inveigle him into 
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talking scandal about me. You came to me with 
tales about him. You went to Father Forbes, and 
sought to get him to gossip about us both. Neither 
of those men will ever ask you inside his house 
again. But that is only one part of it. Your 
whole mind l)ecame an unpleasant thing to con- 
teiu|>late. You thought it would amuse and im- 
pri‘ss us to hear you ridiculing and reviling the 
people of your church, whose money supports you, 
and making a mock of the things they believe in, 
and which you for your life would iBt dare let them 
know you did n’t believe in. You talked to us 
slightingly about your wife. What were you think¬ 
ing of, not to comprehend that that would disgust 
us? You showed me once — do you remember? 
— a life of (Jeorge Sand that you had just bought, 
“bought because you had just discovered that 
she had an \mclean side to her life. You chuckled 
as you s])oke to me about it, and you were for 
all tlu‘ world like a little nasty boy, giggling over 
.something dirty that older people had learned not 
to nulh'e. 'fhese are merely random incidents. 
'Tiiey are just Ham})Ies, ])ickcd hap-hazard, of the 
things in yt)U which have been opening our eyes, 
little by little, to our mistake. I can understand 
tiiat all the while you really fancied that you were 
expanding, growing, in all directions. What you 
took to be improvement was degeneration. When 
you thouglit that you were impressing us most by 
ytnir smart sayings and doings, you were remind- 
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ing us most of the about the cloukey trying 
to play lap-dog. And it was n’t even an honest, 
'Straightforward donkey at that 1 ** 

Siie uttered these last wtu'ds sorn^wfully, her 
hands clasped in her lap, aiul her eyes sinking to 
the floor. A silence ensucil. Hhui I'lienm 
reached a groping hand out for his hat. aiul, rising, 
walked with a lifeless, automatic' step to the door, 
lie had it half open, when the impossibility of 
leaving in this way towered suchlenly in his |>ath 
and overwlielmed him. He slammed the tloor to, 
and turnetl as if he had been wliirled rourul by 
some mighty wind. He came toward her, with 
something almost menacing in the vigor of his 
movements, arul in the wiki look upon his whitt\ 
set face. Haltiiig iR'fure her, he <'overed tlie 
tailor-dad figure, the* roiled red hair, th<* upturned 
face with its simulated calm, the big brown eyes, 
the rings upon the clasped fmgerH, with a sweeping, 
comprehensive glare of passion. 

is what you have done to me, then I ** 

His voice! was tmrecogni/able in his tnvn ears, 
hoarse and broken, but with a friyjit <*<un[H*lling 
sometliing in it wliich stinmlatcd his rage. ‘The 
horrible notion of killing her, tlu*re where she sat, 
.spread over the chaos of his mia<l with an <‘fle<a 
of unearthly light, — red and almonnally evil. It 
was like that first devilish radiama* ushering in 
Creation, of wliit:h the first-fruit was Cain. U*by 
should he not kill her? In all ages, women had 
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been slain for less. Yes, — and men had been 
hanged. Something rose and stuck in his dry ^ 

throat; and as he swallowed it down, the sinister 
flare of murderous fascination died suddenly away 

into darkness. The world was all black again, — i 

plunged in the Egyptian night which lay upon the ] 

fiicc of the deep while the earth was yet without j 

form an<l void. He was alone on it,—alone J 

among awful, planetary solitudes which crushed | 

him. ; 

The sight of Celia, sitting motionless only a ^ ? 

pace in front of him, was plain enough to his eyes. , | 

It was an illusion. She was really a star, many j 

millions of miles away. These things were hard to ' 

understand; but they were true, none the less. 

Teopki seemed to be about him, but in fact he 

was alone. He recalled that even the little child <, 

in the car, playing with those two buttons on a . ,; 

string, would have nothing to do with him. Take 
his money, yes; take all he would give her—but 

not smile at him, not come within reach of him 1 - 

Men <'losed the doors of their houses against him. 

1'he universe held him at arm's length as a i 

nuisance. ■ i 

He was standing with one knee upon a sofa. 

CJnconsciously he had moved round to the side of 
Celia,; and as he caught the effect of her face now 

in profile, memory-pictures began all at once t « 

building themselves in his brain, — pictures of her ^ 

standing in the darkened room of the cottage of . i; 
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death, dcclaiining the { e/z/ZAv^r; c»f her seated at 
the piano, umler the pure, melluwcd candle light; 
of her leaning her chin on her haiuls, am! ga/ing 
meditatively at the leafy haekgn)uml of the woods 
they were in ; of her lying tiaek, imhdently taintent, 
in the tleck-chair on t!u‘ yac'ht i?f his fancy, ™ that 
yac!\t which a few luairs hef<n‘t‘ luul seenual so 
brilliantly and bewitehingiy real io him, ami now 
— now — 1 

He sank in a heap upon tlie etnu'h, ami, bury¬ 
ing his fare anuntg its caishitms, we[»t and groaned 
alomi. His eollapise was absiilute. He stdibetl 
with the alKindtnnnent of one who, in the veritable 
presenre of death, lets go all sense t^f relation in life, 

Presently some mu* was Itauddug him tin the 
shoukler, — an itunsive, pointed ttsu h, — ami he 
checked himself, ami lift(‘d his faee. 

** Van will have tt) gi’t up, ami prt*sent some 
sort of an appearance, ami gt> away at oiua*,** 
Celia said to him in low, rapid tones. ** Some 
gentlemen are at llu* tlour, wlmm I have bc*«*n 
waiting 

As he stupidly sat up ami tri«*«l to (ollcc t his 
faenltics, (‘elia had o|huus! tiu* tltuu’ au»l atlmiltt‘il 
iwt) visitors, 'The foremost was bather horbes ; 
and he, with some whis|H’red, smiling uairds, pre¬ 
sented to her his (amipaiiiun, a tall, rolmst, tlorid 
man of rnid<!le»age, with a frock-coat and a gray 
miiHtaelie, sharply waxed. *T!u* three spoke for 
a moment together. Tlu»n the firicst’s wandering 
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eye suddenly lighted upon the figure on the sofa. 
He stared, knitted his brows, and then lifted them 
in iiKpiiry as he turned to Celia. 

Poor man 1 ” she said readily, in tones loud 
enough to reach Theron. It is our neighbor, 
Father, tlie Rev. Mr. Ware. He hit upon my 
name in the register quite unexpectedly, and I 
had him come up. He is in sore distress,:—a 
great and sudden bereavement. He is going now. 
Won’t you speak to him in the hall, — a few words. 
Father? It would please him. He is terribly 
depressed,” 

d'he words had drawn Theron to his feet, as by 
some nu*(‘hanical process. He took up his hat 
and moved dumbly to the door. It seemed to 
him that (kdia intended offering to shake hands; 
but he went i)ast her with only some confused 
extdiange of glances and a murmured word or 
two. 'Flic tall stranger, who drew aside to let him 
pass, ha<l acted as if he expected to be introduced. 
'Fheron, tuiuaging into the hall, leaned against the 
wall and looked dreamily at the priest, who had 
steppetl out with him. 

1 am very sorry to learn that you are in 
trouble*, Mr. Ware,” Father Forbes said, gently 
eiu)ugh, l)ut in hurried tones. Miss Madden is 
also in ln)ublc. I mentioned to you that her 
brother had got into a serious scrape. I have 
brought my old friend, (leneral Brady, to consult 
with luT about the matter. He knows all the 
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parties concerned, and he can set things right if 
anybody can.” 

‘^It’s a mistake about me, — I’m not in any 
trouble at all,” said Theron. ^‘1 just dropped in 
to make a friendly call” 

The priest glanced sharply at him, noting with 
a swift, informed scrutiny how he sprawled against 
the wall, and what vacuity his eyes and loosened 
lips expressed. 

^^Then you have a talent for the inopportune 
amounting to positive genius,” said Father Forbes, 
with a stormy smile. 

^^Tell me this. Father Forbes,” the other de¬ 
manded, with impulsive suddenness, ^^‘is it true 
that you don’t want me in your house again ? Is 
that the truth or not? ” 

^^The truth is always relative, Mr. Ware,” 
replied the priest, turning away, and closing the 
door of the parlor behind him with a decisive 
sound. 

Left alone, Theron started to' make his way 
downstairs. He found his legs wavering under 
him and making zigzag movements of their own 
in a bewildering fashion. He referred this at first, 
in an outburst of fresh despair, to the effects of 
his great grief. Then, as he held tight to the 
banister and governed his descent step by step, it 
occurred to him that it must be the wine he had 
had for breakfast. Upon examination, he was not 
so unhappy, after all. 



CHAPTER XXXI 


At the second peal of the door-bell, Brother 
Soulsby sat up in bed. It was still pitch-dark, and 
the memory of the first ringing fluttered musically 
in his awakening consciousness as a part of some 
dream he had been having. 

« Who the deuce can that be? ” he mused aloud, 
in ([uerulous resentment at the interruption. 

“ Put your head out of the window, and ask,” 
suggested his wife, drowsily. 

'I'he hell-pull scraped violently in its socket, and 
a third outburst of shrill reverberations clamored 
through the silent house. 

“ Wliatever you do, I’d do it before he yanked 
tin; whole thing to pieces,” added the wife, with 
more ilecisicm. 

Brother Soulsby was wide awake now.^ He 
sprang to the floor, and, groping about in the 
obscurity, began drawing on some of his clothes. 
He rapped on the window during the process, to 
show that the house was astir, and a minute after¬ 
ward made his way out of the room and down the 
stairs, the boards creaking under his stockinged 
feet as he went. 
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Nc;H'ly a <fuartor of an hi»ur paasod lu-fort- he 
rcturue(l. Sister SoiiSi»\\ lyni;‘ itt sleepy t[tiler;- 
c'.eiiee, lieartl vayae sounds t*f voioi'S at the fnaii 
door, and did nut fetd intiaested eiiott^di Ui lift lier 
head and listen. A Utuse of fu<str4eps t»ii the side¬ 
walk ftilknved, first reeeding frenu the door» then 
tuniin^ toward it, this staanni time tnarkitptt tlic 
prestaK't* tjf mure than oiw person, d'here st*emtHl 
in this tlie implication <af a |♦ties^, and she .shook 
ofT the do/an |4 impulses vvliteh cnvelopeil her fatali¬ 
ties, and waited to liear nuire. 'There came up, 
after further muttering of male voter's, the uudt*- 
nialdc clunk t»f t'oins striking against one another. 
Mlien more footsteps, tiu* resimant slam t>f a car¬ 
riage door out in the stre«‘t, the griiuting of wheels 
turning <m the fnisty road, and the racket of a 
veiucle aaul horstss going tiff at a .smart pace into 
the night. Somclnuiy had <aime, then. Sht* 

yawned at tlu* thoui‘ht, hut nanaim d well awake, 

tracing idly iti her imnd, as vatiuns slight s«»mids 
rose from tlu* Inver lioiu, the difTerenl things 
Soulsby was pojhahly doing, 'Tlunr spare room 
was down there, dina tly utiderneaih, but <anit«u .ly 
(uiougli no <me st'emed to <aitca it. 'The taint 
uiurmur camversatioii whi< h btun time to time 

reached her canu' from the paikir instead. At 

last slie heard her hnslKind’s soft tread coming tip 
tlu‘ staircase, and still there IkuI been no hint td 
employing tlie gurst^c-lKimber, What coulil he be 
about? she waudertai. 
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Brother Soiilsby came in, bearing a small lamp 
in his hand, the reddish light of which, flaring up- 
wartl, revealed an imlooked-for display of amuse¬ 
ment on his thin, beardless face. He advanced to 
the bedside, shading the glare from her blinking 
eyes with his palm, and grinned. 

A thousand guesses, old lady,'' he said, with a 
dry chuckle, and you would n’t have a ghost of 
a cluince. You might guess till Hades froze over 
seviui feet thick, and still you would n’t hit it,” 

She sat up in turn. ^'Oood gracious, man,” 
slie began, you don’t mean — ” Here the cheer¬ 
ful gleam in his small eyes reassured her, and she 
sighed relief, then smiled confusedly. half 

thotight, just for the minute,” she explained, ^^it 
miglit be some bounder who’d come East to try 
ami !)lackmail me. But no, who is it — and what 
on earth have you done with him?” 

Brotlu'r Soulsby cackled in merriment. ^Ht’s 
Brother Ware of Octavius, out on a little bat, all 
by himself. He says he’s been on the loose only 
two days ; hut it looks more like a fortnight.” 

*07///'Brother Ware ? ” she regarded him with 
open (*yed sur|>rise. 

Well, yes, I su]iposc he’s Brother Ware,— 
some,” returned Soulsl)y, genially. seems to 

tiunk HO, anyway.” 

*OUit tell me about it I ” she urged eagerly. 
** What’s the matter with him? How does he 
explain it?” 
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he explains it pretty if yiui ask 

me/’ saiil Seiilsby, with a (hijlh joking t‘ve aiul a 
mock-seritnis Viiiee. He seated himself on the 
side of the betlj facing her, anti still cunsiileratrly 
shielding her from the light tif tiie lamp he held. 
^*Jlut don’t think I suggested any explanations. 
IVe been a mother myself. He ks merely tilled 
himself up to the neck with rum, in the simple, 
ordinary, good ol<l fashioned way. 'Huit’s all. 
What is there to explain about that?’* 

She looktsl meditatively at him for a time, 
shaking Iut head. ** No, Stntlsbv,” she said 
gravely, at last, ** I'his is n’t any laughing matter. 
Von may he sure stunething had has happened, U) 
set him off like tliat. I’m gtung to get up anti 
dress right now. What time is it?” 

Ntnv don’t you anvtlnnit of the stut,” lie 
urgetl ptn’snasively. It isn’t live tdi Uu k ; it ’ll be 
tlark fi»r nearly an lunir yet. Just you turn ttver, 
and have auotlu*r nap. He's ail right. I put him 
on the sofa, witli the buffalo rt»bt‘ round him. VtJU '1! 
find him there, safe aiul sound, wlieu it’s time for 
wlnte folks to get up. Vim kmuv lunv it breaks 
you up all tiay, mg, la get your full sleep.” 

** I don’t rare* if it makes me look as oUl as tlie 
everlasting hills,” she said. *’(an't yem umler^ 
stand, SoulHl^y? The thing w«>rrif*s me, -- gets on 
my nerves. I could n’t clijse an eye, if I tried. 
I took a great firu'y to that ycamg mam I told 
you so at the time.” 
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Soulsby nodded, and turned down the wick of 
his lamp a tride. ^'Yes, I know you did/^ he 
remarked in placidly non-contentious tones. I 
can’t say I saw much in him myself, but I daresay 
you Te right.” There followed a moment’s silence, 
during which he experimented in turning the wick 
up again. ''But, anyway,” he went on, "there 
is n’t anything you can do. He ’ll sleep it off, and 
the longer he’s left alone the better. It is n’t as 
if we had a hired girl, who’d come down and find 
him there, and give the whole thing away. He’s 
fixed u|) there perfectly comfortable; and when 
lu! ’s had his sleei) and wakes up on his own 
account, ho ’ll be feeling a heap better.” 

M'hc argument might have carried conviction, 
Init on the instant the sound of footsteps came to 
them from the room below. The subdued noise 
rost^ regularly, as of one pacing to and fro. 

"No, Soulsl)y, come back to bed, and get 
sleep otit, I’m going downstairs. It’s no 
good talking ; 1 ’in going.” 

brother Suulsby offered no further opposition, 
cither by talk or demeanor, but returned con- 
ttmtedly to l)e(l, pulling the comforter over his 
ears, and falling into the slow, measured respiration 
of tranquil slumber before his wife was ready to 
leave the room. 

The dim, cold gray of twilight was sifting fur¬ 
tively through the lace curtains of the front windows 
wlieu Mrs. Soulsby, lamp in hand, entered the 
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parlor. She coiifriJiitcti a figure she uanilil liave 
hartily recognized. I'he man seeiacd to have 
been sul)nierged in a bath of di;-graee, h'ruiu the 
crown of his head to tiie soles id' his feet, every- 
thing about him was altered, distorted, smeared 
with an intangible effect of shame, in the vague 
gloom of the middle distauct', lietweeu lamp and 
window, she noticed that lus slumhtcrs were 
crouched, like tliosc of some shambling tramp. 
The frowsy shadows of a stublile beard lay cm his 
jaw and throat. His clothes were crumpled and 
hung awry ; his liuots wtjre stained with mud, 
I'he silk hat on the piano told its battered sbuy 
with dumb eloquenee. 

Lifting the lamp, site move<l forw.ird a st<‘p, 
and threw its light upi^n his f.ic*e, A little groan 
soundeti involuntarily uptju her lipi. < hit cd’ a 
mask o( mipUsisant feature;;, tavtdlen with dtink 
and weighted by the [ihy d< al c raving tor re d atul 
sleep, there stared at her two bUiotlihot eyes, 
shining with the wild liglil of livsteria. ‘fhe effe« t 
of dishevelled hair, relaxed must les, and rotg;h, 
half bearded lower face lent tt* tlu se t ves, as sht* 
caugld tlieir first glamag ati mm ittiral glire. ‘The 
lamp shook in her hami tor an instant, 'riien, 
asltamed of herself, slic held out her cdher haiul 
fearlessly to Idm. 

**l*e!l me ail alitnd it,'fhertm,” she said cxdmly, 
and with a sootlung, motlierly intutulioti in her 
voice. 
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He did not take the hand she offered, but 
siuldenly, with a wailing moan, cast himself on his 
knees at her feet. He was so tall a man that the 
moveiuent could have no grace. He abased his 
head awkwardly, to bury it among the folds of the 
skirts at her ankles. She stood still for a moment, 
luekiug down upon him. Then, blowing out the 
light, she reached over and set the smoking lamp 
on the piano near by. The daylight made things 
distinguishable in a wan, uncertain way, throughout 
the rcjoin, 

** I have come out of hell, for the sake of hearing 
some human being speak to me like that! 

T'he thick utterance proceeded in a muffled 
fashum from where his face grovelled against her 
dress. Its despairing accents appealed to her, but 
even more was she touched by the ungainly figure 
he made, sprawling on the carpet. 

Well, since you are out, stay out,” she an¬ 
swered, as reassuringly as she could. ‘'But get 
up and take a scat here beside me, like a 
sensil)le man, and tell me all about it. Come! 
! insist 1 ” 

In obedience to her tone, and the sharp tug at 
his shoulder with which she emphasized it, he got 
slowly to his feet, and listlessly seated himself on 
the sofa to which she ])ointed. He hung his head, 
and began catching his breath with a periodical 
gasp, half hiccough, half sob. 

ITrst of all,” she said, in her brisk, matter 
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of-fact manner, ‘MlonT yon want tn lie clown there 
again, and have me tuek yon ufj snug with tlie 
liuffalo rol)e, and go to sleep? d'hat wouhl Ik* the 
l)est thing you c'ould 

He sliook his head disetnisol.itely, fnun side to 
side. I t‘anT I ’* he groaned, with a swifter re¬ 
currence of the sohdike c*t»nvulsiotis, I hn tlying 
fur sleep, but I hn too — too frightened ! 

Come, I dl sit beside ycut till you drop cdl'd* she 
said, with masterful decision, i le suffc'red himself 
to be puslied into recnunbeirey on the <*ouch, and 
put his head with docility on the pillow site brtniglit 
from tiie spare rocmt. Wlien she had spread tlie 
fur ovtT lung and pushed luT chair close to the 
scTa, she stootl by it fvtr a little, looking down in 
meditation at his demoralised faec*. I'mirr tlie 
painful surface-hjnr <»f wnaeht'dm*;.; ami fatigau’d 
debauc'luu'V, she* tiaca-d li’Uertivi'ly tin* lim amriUs 
of the* younger and <*lt*anlicT cHiuntcnatH c* sin* had 
seen a few motuhs iH'forc*. Nhuiung os .I’tuial liad 
lieen takt*n away, d'herc* was only this pt*siifrrtms 
overlaying of shanu* and cowar<Ut*e lie irtnoveiL 
'Fhe* fa<*e nndt*rnc*ath was still ;dl riglit, 

W'ith a soft, maternal tmi* h, shv lanootlicd the 
hair from his fon*head intc» t«n!er. Th«m she 
seated lu'rself, and, when he got his hand out from 
umler the ndn* and tlinist it fortli tinudly, she 
took it in luTH and held it in a warm, sympalhf’tic 
grasp. He <-losed his eyes at this, and gradually 
the paroxysmal catrh in his breathing lapscai. 
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The daylight strengthened, until at last tiny flecks 
of sunshine twinkled in the meshes of the further 
curtains at the window. She fancied him asleep, 
and gently sought to disengage her hand, but his 
fingers clutched at it with vehemence, and his 
eyes were wide open. 

1 can’t sleep at all,” he murmured. want 
to talk.” 

There’s nothing in the world to hinder you,” 
she commented smilingly. 

tell you the solemn truth,” he said, lift¬ 
ing his voice in dogged assertion : the best ser¬ 
mon I ever preached in my life, I preached only 
three weeks ag('), at the camp-meeting. It was 
mhnitled by everybody to be far and away my 
finest effort 1 d'hey will tell you the same 1 ” 

It ’h quite likely,” assented Sister Soulsby. 

I ([uite believe it.” 

d'hen how can anybody say that I Ve degen¬ 
erated, that 1 ’vc become a fool?” he demanded. 

‘‘ I have n’t heard anybody hint at such a 
thing,” she answered quietly. 

** No, t)f course, you have n’t heard them ! ” he 
cried. / heard them, though I ” Then, forcing 
himstdf to a sitting posture, against the restraint 
uf her hand, he (lung back the covering. '' I’m 
burning hot already 1 Yes, those were the identi¬ 
cal words: I have n’t improved; I’ve degen¬ 
erated. Teople hate me; they won’t have me in 
their houses, 'rhey say I’m a nuisance and a bore. 
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I’m like a little nasty boy. That’s what they say. 
Even a young man who was dying — lying right 
on the edge of his open grave — told me solemnly 
that I reminded him of a saint once, but I was 
only fit for a barkeeper now. They say I really 
don’t know anything at all. And I’m not only a 
fool, they say, I’m a dishonest fool into the 
bargain ! ” 

But who says such twaddle as that? ” she re¬ 
turned consolingly. The violence of his emotion 
disturbed her. You must n’t imagine such 
things. You are among friends here. Other 
people are your friends, too. They have the very 
highest opinion of you.” 

I have n’t a friend on earth but you! ” he 
declared solemnly. His eyes glowed fiercely, and 
his voice sank into a grave intensity of tone. I 
was going to kill myself. I went on to the big 
bridge to throw myself off, and a policeman saw 
me trying to climb over the railing, and he grabbed 
me and marched me away. Then he threw me 
out at the entrance, and said he would club my 
head off if I came there again. And then I went 
and stood and let the cable-cars pass close by me, 
and twenty times I thought I had the nerve to 
throw myself under the next one, and then I waited 
for the next — and — I was afraid 1 And then I 
was in a crowd somewhere, and the warning came 
to me that I was going to die. The fool need n’t 
go kill himself; God would take care of that. It 
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was my heart, you know. I Ve had that terrible 
fluttering once before. It seized me this time, 
aiul I fell down in the crowd, and some people 
walked over me, but some one else helped me up, 
autl let me sit down in a big lighted hallway, the 
entrance to some theatre, and some one brought 
me some brandy, but somebody else said I was 
drimk, and they took it away again, and put me 
out. 'Fhey could see I was a fool, that I had n’t 
a friend on earth. And when I went out, there 
was a big picture of a woman in tights, and the 
word ^Amazons’ overhead — and then I remem¬ 
bered you. I knew you were my friend,— the 
only one 1 have on earth.” 

it is very ilatlering, -—to be remembered like 
that,” said Sister Soulsby, gently. The disposition 
to laugh was siuathcred by a pained perception of 
the stiffering he was undergoing. His face had 
grown drawn and haggard under the burden of his 
memories as lie rambled on. 

So 1 came straight to you,” he began again. 
** i had just money enough left to pay my fare, 
'riu? rest is in my valise at the hotel, — the Murray 
Hill Hotel It belongs to the church. I stole it 
from tlu‘ (‘hundi. When I am dead they can get 
it Inu’k again 1 ” 

Sister Soulsby forced a smile to her lips. 
^MViiat nonsense you talk —about dying!” she 
exclaimed. ''Why, man alive, you’ll sleep this 
all off like a top, if you ’ll only lie down and give 
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yourself a ehance, Ctmie, lunv, yuu must du an 
you 're toki.*’ 

With a resolute hand, she made him lie liown 
again, and oiu'c more covered him with tin* fur. 
He submittcil, and did lua vvvn tiffer to ptit out 
his arm this time, Init luoketl in piteous tlutidmess 
at her fur a long time. Wiule slie sal thus iit si¬ 
lence, tile sound of Enither Soulshy nuiving aliout 
u|)stairs became aiulible. 

Therou heanl it, and the imporlauee t»f hurry¬ 
ing on stnne further discdtjsure sremetl tti stigjn'st 
itself. 1, can see you think I’m just drutik,” he 
said, itr low, stmibre ttmes. < )f course that *s 
what fie* thought. Idle hm kman thought Si», and 
so dkl the conductiir, and everybody. but I 
hopetl you woukl know tietter. I was .suk* \s»u 
%vould see that it was Siinuiliing worsr than that. 
See here, I’ll tell ytui. dht'nyou’ll undcr^taiuL 
I Ha: been drinking for two days and one whuh- 
night, on my fevt all tlio wfiilr, wamlering aloiu’ 
in that big strangt* Now Vtirla guing ihiough 
places where thry niurdrro*! meti fur irn imus, 
mixing myself up with the wornt proplr in luw 
Isir-rooms anti daneeduarsos, aiul tlu-y '.aw I hatl 
mtuiey in my |HH'kvt* t«»t», •■■■• and yet nulmdy 
ttiUfhed nu*, or offiu’tal to lay a fmgt*r tm nu\ I ht 
you know why? lliey untiersttiutl that 1 wantotl 
to get ilnmk, and could tiH. 'Hie ImliauH wmbt 
harm an idiot, or lunatic*, you know. Well, it was 
the same witli these vilest of the vile. 'They saw 
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that I was a fool whom God had taken hold of, to 
break his heart first, and then to craze his brain, 
and then to fling him on a dunghill to die like a 
dog. 'They believe ill God, those people. They’re 
the only ones who do, it seems to me. And they 
Wi)uld n’t interfere when they saw what He was 
tluing to me. Hut I tell you 1 was n’t drunk. I 
have n’t been drunk. I’m only heart-broken, and 
('rushed out of shape and life, — that’s all. And 
I ’ve crawled here just to have a friend by me 
wiien — when I come to the end.” 

You ’re not talking very sensibly, or very 
bravely either, M'hcron Ware,” remarked his com- 
|>:inion. ‘Mi’s cowardly to give way to notions 
like that.” 

** Olu I bn not afraid to die; don’t think that,” 
lie remonstrated wearily. '^If there is a Judg¬ 
ment, it has hit me as hard as it can already. 
There can’t be any hell worse than that I’ve gone 
through. Here I am talking about hell,” he con- 
tiuueil, with a pained contraction of the muscles 
about his mouth,— a still-born, malformed smile, 
as if I believed in one I I’ve got way through 
all my beliefs, you know. I tell you that 
frankly.” 

It's none of my business,” she reassured him. 

I’m not your bishop, or your confessor. I hn 
just your friend, your pal, that’s all.” 

<< Look here I ” he broke in, with some anima- 
tit)n and a new intensity of glance and voice. 
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If I was going to live, I M iuivo st>uu‘ ftinny 
things to U‘!L Six nunUhs agi> I was a giHul man. 
1 nut only seemctl U) he goiui, to iitluass aiui to 
inyscif, but I giHui. I had a soul; I liad ;i 
conseienee. I was going along dihng niy dulyg autl 
1 was happy in it. We were poor, Alii c and I, 
ami people bchavetl ratlier hartl toward us, and 
sometimes we were a little <hHvn in the inuiith 
ul)out it; but that was all. We r«‘ally were hap|n*; 
and I, — I really was a gtnul man. Here’s the 
kind of jt>ke (lud plays! Wni hrv me Inue ^iic 
inontiis after. l.ot)k at me! I haven't got ;i,n 
houc’st iiair in my head. I hii a had man llutiugli 
and through, that *s what I auu I look all arcHintl 
at myself, and there isn’t an atom left anywhere 
of the gtK>d man I used to be. And, mind you, 
I never lifted a finger tii pirvrul the < hamna I 
didn’t resist om e ; I fUdn’t make anv lir.ht. I 
just walked deliberately tiown lull, willi mv eyes 
wiile open, I tohl myself all the wiule that I was 
climbing up hill iustrad, Init I kumv iti my heart 
tliat it was a lie. Evoryihing alumt me was a lie. 
i wouldn’t lie tc-iliug the truth, even itow, it if 
I had n’t eonu* t<i the end ot my rope, Now% how 
do you explain that? How fan it be explained? 
Was I really rotten to the rxire all the time, years 
ago, when I seemcil to everybody, myself and the 
rest, til be good and straight and sineert' ? Was it 
all a sham, or does (hid take agootl man and turn 
him into an out'amiHiut h:ul one, in just n lew 
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months, — in the time that it takes an ear of corn to 
form ami ripen ami go off with the mildew? Or is iiT 
there any (iod at all, — but only men who live and 
<lie like animals? And that would explain my 
case, wouldn’t it? I got bitten and went vicious 
am I crazy, and they’ve had to chase me out and 
hunt me to my death like a mad dog 1 Yes, that 
makt‘s it all very simple. It isn’t worth while to 
discuss !ne at all as if I had a soul, is it? I’m 
just one more mongrel cur that’s gone mad, and 
must l)e put out of the way. That’s all.” 

^*See here,” said Sister Soulsby, alertly, ‘^1 half 
believe? that a good cuffing is what you really stand 
in need ok Now you stop all this nonsense, and 
lie tpiiel ami kee]) still! Do you hear me?” 

I'iic jocose sternness which she assumed, in 
words and manner, seemed to soothe him. He 
ahmist su\ilcd up at her in a melancholy way, and 
sighed profoundly. 

“ I \*e tt>ld you my religion before,” she went on 
with gcnlUmess. 'The sheep and the goats are 
to Ir* separaietl on judgment Day, but not a min¬ 
ute so«>ncr. in other words, as long as human life 
lasts, good, bad, and indifferent are all braided up 
toguiher in every man’s nature, and every woman’s 
tot). You were n’t altogetlier good a year ago, any 
more than you ’re altogether bad now. You were 
some of lK)lh then ; you’re some of both now. If 
yt>u’ve bt‘en making an extra sort of fool of your¬ 
self lately, why, now that you recognize it, the only 
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thing to do is to slow steaiig pull up, and hick 
engine in the other dirertitnu In that way you 11 
find things will tn'cn liunnselves i\p, U, *s a see¬ 
saw witli all of us, 1’heron Ware, ..sometinu's u[>; 

sornetiines dowiu But nalHHiy is rotten eU‘ar to 
tlie core.'* 

He closed his eyes, and lay in silence ftu' a thue, 
** This is what day td* the week?** he ajiketl, nt 
last. 

Fritlay, the nineteenth,’* 

Wednesda.y, —■ tliat wtauld he the seventeenth. 
1‘hat was tiie day ordained f«^r my slaughter. < hi 
tliat nuuniug, I was tlie happiest man in the world. 
No king eouki have been so protul and ctutfhlent 
as I was. A womlerful romance had <autie U* me. 
1'iie nmsi heantiful young Wiuu.ui in the w.iild, the 
most talented too, was waif in;.: for me. An e\^' 
press train was canyinit uu* tohr-i, .uni it <-uuld n*t 
go fast enougfi to keep up with my eagerness. 
She was very rich, am! she knasi mr, ami we wen* 
to live in eternal summer, wherever we hke«l, on a 
big, heautifu! yac'ht. No one else had sin li a life 
liefore him as that. It seemcsf almo a Um gootl 
for me, Imt ! thought I fun I grown and develujird 
so much tliat perhaps 1 wsuild he wcuthy of it, 
(Ifi, how hafipy I wsis ! I trll yon this hef-anse lie^ 
cause* Vi^u are not like ilie otlu'rs. Vou will under- 
staiul.** 

Yes, I undersiaiid/* slu! saki patiently. ** Well 
— you Were being so happy,'* 
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^^That was in the morning, — Wednesday the 
seventeenth, — early in the morning. There was a 
little girl in the car, playing with some buttons, 
and when I tried to make friends with her, she 
looked at me, and she saw, right at a glance, that 
I was a fool. ^ Out of the mouths of babes and 
sucklings,' you know. She was the first to find it 
out. It began like that, early in the morning. 
But then after that everybody knew it. They had 
only to look at me and they said : ^ Why, this is a 
fool, — like a little nasty boy; we won't let him 
into our houses; we find him a bore.' That is 
what they said." 

^^Did she say it? " Sister Soulsby permitted her¬ 
self to ask. 

For answer Theron bit his lips, and drew his 
chin under the fur, and pushed his scowling face 
into the pillow. The spasmodic, sob-like gasps 
began to shake him again. She laid a compas¬ 
sionate hand upon his hot brow. 

“ That is why I made my way here to you," he 
groaned piteously. knew you would sympa¬ 
thize ; I could tell it all to you. And it was so 
awful, to die there alone in the strange city — I 
could n’t do it — with nobody near me who liked 
me, or thought well of me. Alice would hate me. 
There was no one but you. I wanted to be with 
you — at the last." 

His quavering voice broke off in a gust of weep¬ 
ing, and his face frankly surrendered itself to the 
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distortions of a crying child’s countenance, wide¬ 
mouthed and tragically grotesque in its abandon¬ 
ment of control. 

Sister Soulsby, as her husband’s boots were 
heard descending the stairs, rose, and drew the 
robe up to half cover his agonized visage. She 
patted the sufferer softly on the head, and then 
went to the stair-door. 

I think he ’ll go to sleep now,” she said, lifting 
her voice to the new-comer, and with a backward 
nod toward the couch. ^^Come out into the 
kitchen while I get breakfast, or into the sitting- 
room, or somewhere, so as not to disturb him. 
He’s promised me to lie perfectly quiet, and try 
to sleep.” 

When they had passed together out of the room, 
she turned. Soulsby,” she said with half-playful 
asperity, I’m disappointed in you. For a man 
who ’s knocked about as much as you have, I must 
say you’ve picked up an astonishingly small outfit 
of gumption. That poor creature in there is no 
more drunk than I am. He’s been drinking, — 
yes, drinking like a fish; but it was n’t able to make 
him drunk. He’s past being drunk; he’s grief- 
crazy. It’s a case of ^ woman.’ Some girl has 
made a fool of him, and decoyed him up in a bal¬ 
loon, and let him drop. He’s been hurt bad, too.” 

We have all been hurt in our day and genera¬ 
tion,’ ’ responded Brother Soulsby, genially. “ Don’t 
you worry; he ’ll sleep that off, too. It takes 
502 



THE DAMNATION OF THERON WARE 


longer than drink, and it does n’t begin to be so 
pleasant, but it can be slept off. Take my word 
for it, he ’ll be a different man by noon.” 

When noon came, however, Brother Soulsby was 
on his way to summon one of the village doctors. 
Toward nightfall, he went out again to telegraph 
for Alice. 


503 



CHAPTER XXXII 


Spring fell early upon the pleasant southern 
slopes of the Susquehanna country. The snow 
went off as by magic. The trees budded and 
leaved before their time. The birds came and 
set up their chorus in the elms, while winter 
seemed still a thing of yesterday. 

Alice, clad gravely in black, stood again upon a 
kitchen-stoop, and looked across an intervening 
space of back-yards and fences to where the tall 
boughs, fresh in their new verdure, were silhou¬ 
etted against the pure blue sky. The prospect 
recalled to her irresistibly another sunlit morning, 
a year ago, when she had stood in the doorway of 
her own kitchen, and surveyed a scene not unlike 
this; it might have been with the same carolling 
robins, the same trees, the same azure segment of 
the tranquil, speckless dome. Then she was look¬ 
ing out upon surroundings novel and strange to 
her, among which she must make herself at home 
as best she could. But at least the ground was 
secure under her feet; at least she had a home, 
and a word from her lips could summon her 
husband out, to stand beside her with his arm 
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about her, and share her buoyant, hopeful joy in 
the promises of spring. 

d'o think that that was only one little year ago, 
— tile mere revolution of four brief seasons ! And 

now ! 

Sister Souls!ly, wiping her hands on her apron, 
came briskly out upon the stoop. Some cheerful 
commonplace was on her tongue, but a glance at 
AHce*s wistful face kept it back. She passed an 
arm around her waist instead, and stood in silence, 
looking at the elms. 

*Mt lirings back memories to me, — all this,’’ 
Haul Alice, nodding her head, and not seeking to 
dissmnblt' the tears which sprang to her eyes. 

“'rhe men will be down in a minute, dear,” the 
iillicr remiiuled her. They’d nearly finished 
p;irktng before I put the biscuits in the oven. VVe 
must n’t wear long faces before folks, you know.” 

Ves, I know,” nmrmured Alice. Then, with a 
smUiiui imimlsc, she turned to her companion. 
<H!and.ice,” she said fervently, “we’re alone here 
fur the moment ; I must tell you that if I don’t 
talk gratitude to you, it’s simply and solely because 
1 dun‘t kimw where to begin, or what to say. I’m 
just dumfiiumled at your goodness. It takes my 
s|)rccb away. I only know this, Candace: God 
will be very good to you.” 

“ Tut 1 tut! ” replied Sister Soulsby, “ that’s all 
riglu, yuu dear thing. I know just how you feel, 
ilunk dream of being under obligation to explain 
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it to me, or to thank us at all. WeVe had all 
sorts of comfort out of the thing, — Soulsby and I. 
We used to get downright lonesome, here all by 
ourselves, and we Ve simply had a winter of pleas¬ 
ant company instead, that’s all. Besides, there's 
solid satisfaction in knowing that at last, for once 
in our lives, we Ve had a chance to be of some 
real use to somebody who truly needed it. You 
can’t imagine how stuck up that makes us in our 
own conceit. We feel as if we were George Pea¬ 
body and Lady Burdett-Coutts, and several other 
philanthropists thrown in. No, seriously, don’t 
think of it again. We ’re glad to have been able 
to do it all; and if you only go ahead now, and 
prosper and be happy, why, that will be the only 
reward we want.” 

I hope we shall do well,” said Alice. Only 
tell me this, Candace. You do think I was right, 
don’t you, in insisting onTheron’s leaving the minis¬ 
try altogether? He seems convinced enough now 
that it was the right thing to do; but I grow 
nervous sometimes lest he should find it harder 
than he thought to get along in business, and regret 
the change — and blame me.” 

I think you may rest easy in your mind about 
that,” the other responded. Whatever else he 
does, he will never want to come within gunshot 
of a pulpit again. It came too near murdering him 
for that.” 

Alice looked at her doubtfully. Something 
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came near murdering him, I know. But it does n't 
seem to me that I would say it was the ministry. 
And I guess you know pretty well yourself what it 
was. ()t course, I’ve never asked any questions, 
and I ’vc hushed up everybody at Octavius who 
tried tt) quiz me about it, — his disappearance and 
my pat'king up and leaving, and all that — and I’ve 
never discussed the question with you — but — " 

** No, and there’s no good going into it now,” 
put in Sister Soulsby, with amiable decisiveness. 

** It’s all past and gone. In fact, I hardly remem¬ 
ber inuc-h about it now myself. He simply got into 
deep watm*, [)oor soul, and we’ve floated him out 
again, safe and sound. That’s all. But all the 
same, 1 was right in what I said. He was a mis¬ 
take in the ministry.” 

But if you'd known him in previous years,” 
urged Alitaq plaintively, before we were sent to 
tlnit awflil Oetavius. He was the very ideal of all 
a young minister should be. People used to simply 
wur .hip him, i\e was such a perfect preacher, and 

pure uiimied and friendly with everybody, and 
llirew himself into his work so. It was all that 
miserable, contemptible Octavius that did the 
mischief,” 

Sister Soulsby slowly shook her head. If there 
had n’t l)ecm a screw loose somewhere,” she said 
genfl)% (ktavius would n’t have hurt him. No, 
take* my wonl for it, he never was the right man for 
llte |ilaee. lie seemed to be, no doubt, but he 
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was n’t. When pressure was put on him, it found out 
his weak spot like a shot, and pushed on it, and — 
well, it came near smashing him, that’s all.” 

And do you think he ’ll always be a — a back¬ 
slider,” mourned Alice. 

For mercy’s sake, don’t ever try to have him 
pretend to be anything else ! ” exclaimed the other. 

The last state of that man would be worse than 
the first. You must make up your mind to that. 
And you must n’t show that you ’re nervous about 
it. You must n’t get nervous 1 You must n’t be 
afraid of things. Just you keep a stiff upper lip, 
and say you will get along, you will be happy. 
That’s your only chance, Alice. He is n’t going 
to be an angel of light, or a saint, or anything of 
that sort, and it’s no good expecting it. But he ’ll 
be just an average kind of man, — a little sore about 
some things, a little wiser than he was about some 
others. You can get along perfectly with him, if 
you only keep your courage up, and don’t show 
the white feather.” 

Yes, I know; but I’ve had it pretty well taken 
out of me,” commented Alice. ‘^It used to come 
easy to me to be cheerful and resolute and all that; 
but it’s different now,” 

Sister Soulsby stole a swift glance at the unsus¬ 
pecting face of her companion which was not all 
admiration, but her voice remained patiently affec¬ 
tionate. Oh, that ’ll all come back to you, right 
enough. You ’ll have your hands full, you know, 
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finding a house, and unpacking all your old furni¬ 
ture, and buying new things, and getting your home 
settletL It’ll keep you so busy you won’t have 
time to feel strange or lonesome, one bit. You T1 
see how it ’ll tone you up. In a year’s time you 
Won't know yourself in the looking-glass.” 

** Oh, my health is good enough,” said Alice ; 

I can’t help thinking, suppose Theron should 
be takcti sick again, away out there among strangers. 
You know he’s never appeared to me to have quite 
giit his strength back. These long illnesses, you 
kiujw, they always leave a mark on a man.” 

Nonsense ! He’s strong as an ox,” insisted 
Siat'r Soulsby. You mark my word, he ’ll thrive 
in Seattle like a green bay-tree.” 

“Seattle!” echoed Alice, meditatively. '‘It 
like the other emi of the world, doesn’t it? ” 
'I'he noistJ of feet in the house broke upon the 
(Hilloqny, and the women went indoors, to join the 
breakfast party. During the meal, it was Brother 
S^,»ul:;by who bore the burden of the conversation, 
lie was full of the future of Seattle and the mag- 
nifuamt impending development of that Pacific 
seediHt. He had been out there, years ago, when 
it was ne‘xt <loor to uninhabited. He had visited 
the district twice since, and the changes discover- 
a!4e eac*h new time were more wonderful than any¬ 
thing Aladilin’s lamp ever wrought. He had secured 
fur'Theron, through some of his friends in Port- 
iatul, the stiperintendency of a land and real estate 
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company, which had its headquarters in Seattle, 
but ambitiously linked its affairs with the future of 
all Washington Territory. In an hour’s time the 
hack would come to take the Wares and their bag¬ 
gage to the depot, the first stage in their long 
journey across the continent to their new home. 
Brother Soulsby amiably filled the interval with 
reminiscences of the Oregon of twenty years back, 
with instructive dissertations upon the soil, climate, 
and seasons of Puget Sound and the Columbia 
valley, and, above all, with helpful characterizations 
of the social life which had begun to take form in 
this remotest West. He had nothing but confi¬ 
dence, to all appearances, in the success of his 
young friend, now embarking on this new career. 
He seemed so sanguine about it that the whole 
atmosphere of the breakfast room lightened up, 
and the parting meal, surrounded by so many 
temptations to distraught broodings and silences as 
it was, became almost jovial in its spirit. 

At last, it was time to look for the carriage. 
The trunks and hand-bags were ready in the hall, 
and Sister Soulsby was tying up a package of sand¬ 
wiches for Alice to keep by her in the train. 

Theron, with hat in hand, and overcoat on arm, 
loitered restlessly into the kitchen, and watched 
this proceeding for a moment. Then he sauntered 
out upon the stoop, and, lifting his head and draw¬ 
ing as long a breath as he could, looked over at 
the elms. 
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Perhaps the face v/as older and graver; it was 
hard to tell. T’he long winter’s illness, with its 
rtanming crises and sustained confinement, had 
hlcac'hed his skin and reduced his figure to gaunt¬ 
ness, but there was none the less an air of restored 
and secure good health about him. Only in the 
eyes themselves, as they rested briefly upon the 
piHwpect, did a substantial change suggest itself. 
llu*y did not dwell fondly upon the picture of the 
lofty, spreading boughs, with their waves of sap- 
green leafage stirring against the blue. They did 
not soften and glow this time, at the thought of 
luAv wholly one felt sure of God’s goodness in 
thesr wonderful new mornings of spring. 

They looked instead straight through the fairest 
ant I rtiost moving spectacle in nature’s proces¬ 
sional, anti saw afar off, in conjectural vision, a 
fiunilcss sort of place which was Seattle. They 
surveyed its impalpable outlines, its undefined 
tlimensions, with a certain cool glitter of hard-and- 
fa .l ristilve. T'here rose before his fancy, out of 
tin* iiiaos of tliese shapeless imaginings, some 
fatH's of men, then more behind them, then a great 
etmctmrse of uidifted countenances, crowded close 
tc»getlu‘r as far as the eye could reach. They were 
attetuive faces all, rapt, eager, credulous to a de¬ 
gree. 'riu*ir eyes were admiringly bent upon a 
commtni object of excited interest. They were 
lutiking at Jdm; they strained their cars to miss 
tiu eadenc{* of his voice. Involuntarily he straight- 
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ened himself, stretched forth his hand with the 
pale, thin fingers gracefully disposed, and passed 
it slowly before him from side to side, in a com¬ 
prehensive, stately gesture. The audience rose at 
him, as he dropped his hand, and filled his day¬ 
dream with a mighty roar of applause, in volume 
like an ocean tempest, yet pitched for his hearing 
alone. 

He smiled, shook himself with a little delighted 
tremor, and turned on the stoop to the open door. 

What Soulsby said about politics out there 
interested me enormously,” he remarked to the 
two women. should n’t be surprised if I found 
myself doing something in that line. I can speak, 
you know, if I can’t do anything else. Talk is 
what tells, these days. Who knows ? I may turn 
up in Washington a full-blown senator before I’m 
forty. Stranger things have happened than that, 
out West! ” 

We ’ll come down and visit you then, Soulsby 
and I,” said Sister Soulsby, cheerfully. ^‘You 
shall take us to the White House, Alice, and in¬ 
troduce us.” 

^^Oh, it isn’t likely/would come East,” said 
Alice, pensively. Most probably I’d be left to 
amuse myself in Seattle. But there — I think 
that’s the carriage driving up to the door.” 

THE END. 
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